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A N E S SAY 
o /r . 

TRANSLATED VERSE. 

HAPPY that author, whofe correft '^ cffay 
Repairs fo well our old Horatian way : 
And happy you, who (by propitious fate) 
On great Apollo* s facred ftandard wait, 
Jipd with drift difcipline inftruftcd right,. 
Have learn'd to ufe. your arms before you fight, - 
But fmce the prefs, the pulpit, and the ftagc,. 
Confpire to cenfure and cxpofc our age : 
^rovok-d too far, we refolutely mufl. 
To the few virtues that we have, be juft. 

* John Sheffield diJce of Buckinghamihirc, 
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2X4 ROSCOMMON'S' POEMS. 

For who have long'd, or who have labour'd more 

Toij^rch the t^ctfures of the Roman ftorp ; 

Or 6ig la Grecian' mines for purer ore ? 

The nobleft fruits tranfplanted in our ifle 

With early hope and fpagrant bloflpms fmile. 

Familiar Ovid tender thoughts infpires, 

And nature feconds all his foft deiires : 

Theociitus does now to us belong ; 

And Albion's rocks repeat his rural fong. 

Who has not heard how Italy was bleft, 

Akyve the Mftdes, above the wealthy Eaft ? 

Or Gallus' fbng, fo tender and fo true, 

As ev'n Lycoris might with pity view ! 

When mourning nyn4>hs attend their Daphnis' hearfe. 

Who does not weep that reads the moving verfc ! 

But hear, oh hear, in what%xalted ftrains 

Sicilian Mu&s through tfaeie happy plains 

Proclaim Satumian times — our own Apollo reigns 

When France had breathM, after inteftine broils, 
And peace and tonqueft crown*d her foreign toils. 
There (culdvated by a royal hand) 
Learning grew faft, and fpread, and bleft the land ; 
The choiceft books that Rome or Greece have known. 
Her excellent trandators made her own : 
And Europe ftill confiderably gains. 
Both by thdr good example and their pains. 
From hence our generous emulation came. 
We undertook, and we perfonn'd the fame. 
But now, we fhew the world a npbler way. 
And in tranilated verfe do more than they ; 

Serene 
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Seren^, tnd clear, harmonious Homce flows, 

Widi fweetnefs not to be exprelt in prole': 

l>egrading proie explains his meaning illy 

And ihews the ftuiF, but not the workman's (kill « 

I (who have ferv*d him more than twenty years) 

Scarce know my mafter as he there appears. 

Vain aife our neighbours hopes, and vain their cares, 

The feult is more their language's than theirs : 

*Tis courtly, florid, and abounds in words 

Of fofter found than ours perhaps affords ; 

But who did ever in French authors fee 

The comprehcnfive Englilh encr y ? 

The weighty bullion of one fterling line, 

Dra^vn to French wire, would through whole pages (hirtc. 

I fpeak my privijte, but impartial fcnfc, 

With freedom, and (I hope) without offence; 

For I '11 recant, when France can fhew me wit, 

As ftrong as ours, and as fuccin£lly writ. 

*ris true, compofmg is the nvVoler part, 

But good tranflation is no eafy art. 

For though material* have long fince been found, ] 

Yet both your fancy and your hands are bound j i- 

And by improving what was writ before, 1, • 

Invention labours lefs, but judgment more. j 

The foil intended for Pierian feeds 
Muft be well purg'd from rank pedantic weeds. 
Apollo ftarts, and all Parnaffus iliakcs. 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 
For none have been with admiration read. 
But who (befide their learning) were well bred, 

p ^ -^^^ 



^i^ ItOSCaMMON'S POEMSi 

The fii^ great work (a taflc perform'd by few) 
Is, that yourielf may to yourfelf be true : 
No maik, no tricks, no favour, no refervc ; 
Diffe^t your mind, examine every nerve. 
Whoever vainly on his ftrcngth depends, 
Begins like Virgil, but like Maevius ends. 
That wretch (in fpite of his forgotten rhymes) 
Condemned to live to all fuccceding times. 
With pompous nonfenfe and a bellowing found 
Sung lofty Ilium, tumbling to the ground. 
And (if my Mufe can through paft ages fee) 
That noify, naufeous, gaping fool was he j 
Exploded, when with univerfal fcom. 
The mountains laboured and a moufe was bom. 

Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wr^er cries,. 
Audacious mortals, and be timely vmt ! 
'Tis I that call, remember Milo*s end, 
Wedg'd in that timber, which he ftrove to rend. 

Each poet with a different talent writes, 
One praifes, one inffa:u£ls, another bites*. 
Horace did ne*er afpire to Epic bays. 
Nor lofty Maro ftoop to Lyric lays. 
Examine how your humour is inclined. 
And which the ruling paffion of your mind j 
Then, fcek a poet who your way does bend, 
And choofe an author as you choofe a friend. 
United by this fympathetic bond. 
You grow familiar, intimate, and fond ; 
Your thoughts, your words, your fiyles, your fouls agree. 
No longer his interpreter, but he. 

With 
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With how much eafe is a young Mufe betniy'd ! 
How nice the reputation of the maid ! 
Your early, kind, paternal care appears. 
By chafte inftru6tion of her tender years. 
The firft impreifion in her infant breafl 
Will be the dcepeft^ and fliould be the bcil.. 
Let not aufterity breed fervile fear. 
No wanton found ofiend her virgin ear. 
Secure from foolifh pride's a£fe£led (late, 
And fpecibus flattery's more pernicious bait,. 
Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts. 
But your negle£^ muft anfwer for her faults • 
Immodeft words admit of no defence i 

For want of decency is want of fenfe. 

What moderate fop would rake the Park or flews, 

Who among troof & of fauitlefs nymphs may cboofc ? 

Variety of fuch is to be found ; 

Take then a fubjeft proper to expound : 

But moral; great,, and worth a poet's voice. 

For men of fenfe defpife a trivial choice : 

And fuch applaufe it mufl expe£l to meet, . 

As would fome painter bufy in a flrcct, 

To copy bulls and bears, and every fign. 

That calls the flaring fots to nafly wine. . 
Yet 'tis not all to have a fubje6l good. 

It mufl delight us when 'tis underflood. 

He that brings fulfome obje6ls to my view, 

{As many old have done, and many new) 
With naufeous images my fancy fills. 
And all goes down like oxymel of fquills.. 



itS HOSCOMMON'S POEMf. 

Inflru£l the liftening world how Maro fings 
Of ufcful fubjefts and of lofty things. 
Thefe will fuch true, fuch bright ideas raife. 
As merit gratitude, as well as praife : 
But foul defcripdons are ofiTeniive ^11, 
Either for being like, or being ill. 
For who, without a qualm, hath ever look'd 
On holy garbage, though by Homer cook'd ? 
Whofe railing heroes, and whofe wounded Gods^ 
Makes fonie fu^dt he fhores, as well as nods. 
But I offend — Virgil be^ns to frown, 
And Horacb lodes ^th indignation down ; 
My blufhing MuTe with confcious fear retiiesy 
And whom they like, implicitly admires. 

On fure foundation? let your fabric rife. 
And with attra£tive majefty furprife. 
Not by affe£led meretricious arts. 
But ftri6^ harmonious fymmetry of parts ; 
Which through the whole infeniibly muft pafs. 
With vital heat to animate the roafs : 
A pure, an a£live, an aufpicious flame, 
And bright as heaven, from whence the blefling catnei 
But few, oh few (buls, prsordain'd by fate, 
The race of Gods, have reached that envy*d height. 
No Rebel-Titan's ficnlegious crime. 
By heaping hills on hills can hither climb : 
The grizly ferryman of hell deny*d 
^neas entrance, till he knew his guide : 
How juftly then will impious mortals fall, 
Whofe pride would foar to heaven without a call I 

Pride 



Pride. (of tH otfatrs the moft daagerous fault) 
Troceeds from want of (enie, or want of thought* 
The men, who labour and digeft things moft. 
Will be much apter to defpond than boall : 
For if your author be profoundly good. 
Twill coft you dear before he 's underftood. 
How many ages fmce has Virgil writ ! 
How few are they who underftand him yet 1 
Approach his altars with religious fear, 
No vulgar deity inhabits there : 
Heaven (hakes not more at Jove's imperial nod, ' 
Than poets ihould before their Mantuan God. 
Hail mighty Maro ! may that facred name 
Kindle my breaft with thy celeilial flame ; 
Sublime ideas and apt words infufe. 
The Mufe inftrud my voice, and thou infpire the Mufe ! 

What I have inftanc'd only in the beft, 
Is, in proportion, true of all the reft. 
Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 
There fweat, there ftrain, tug the laborious oar; 
Search every comment that yourxrare can find, 
Some here, fome there, may hit the poet*s mind ; 
Yet be not blindly guided by the throng ; 
The multitude is always in the wrong. 
When things appear unnatural or hard, 
Confult your author, with himfelf compared ; 
Who knows what bleiCng Phoebus may beftow. 
And future ages to your labour owe ? 
Such fecrets are not eafily found out, 
But, once difcover'd, leave ao room for doubu 
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Truth damps convi6lion in your ravifli'd breafty. 
And peace and joy attend the glorious gueft. 

Truth ftill is one ; truth is divinely bright. 
No cloudy doubts obfcure her native light ; 
While in your thoughts you find the leaft debate. 
You may confound; but never can tranllate. 
Your ftyle will this through all difguifes fhow. 
For none explain more clearly than they know,. 
He only proves he,underftands a text,. 
Whofe expofition leaves it unperplex*d*. 
They who too faithfully on names infift. 
Rather create, than diilipate the mill ; 
And grow unjuft by being over-nice,, 
(For fuperftitious virtue turns to vice.) 
Let CralTus's f ghoft and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their legions fciU. 
Since Rome hath tfeen lb jealous of her fame. 
That few know Pacorus* or Monaefes' name. 

Words in one language elegantly us'd,. 
Will hardly in. another bcexcus'd.. 
And fome that Rome admired in Cafar's time,. 
May neither fuit our genius nor our clime.. 
The genuine fenfe, intelligibly told, 
Shews a tranflator both difcreet and bold, 

Kxcurfions are inexpiably bad ; 
And 'tis much fafer to leave out than add. . 
Abftrufe and myftic thoughts you muft exprefs 
With painful care, but feeming eafmefs j 
For truth ihines brightcft through the plaineft drefs. 

t Hor. 3, Od; vi, 

Th'^nean 
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Th* JEMean Muie, when ihe a^^iearsin date. 
Makes all Jove's thunder on her verfes wait. 
Yet writes fometimes as fbft and moving things 
As Venus fpcak&,or Philomela fmgs. 
Your author always will the beft advife, 
•Fall' when, he falk, and when he rifes rife. | 
Affeftcd noife is the moft wretched thing, 

'That to contempt can empty fcriblers bring* 

"Vowels and accents, regularly plac*d. 
On even fyllables (and ftill the laft) 
Though grofs innumerable faults abound, 

■In ipite of nonfcnfe, never fail of found. 
But this is meant of even verfe alone, 

.As being moft harmonious and mod known: 

Tor if you will unequal numbers try, 
There accents on. odd- fyllables muft lie. 

"Whatever filler of the learned Nine 

*Does to your fuit a willing ear incline, 

^Urge your fuccefs, deferve a lading name, 

. She '11 crown a grateful and a conftant flame. 
But, Jf a wild uncertainty prevail. 
And turn your veering heart with every gale. 
You lofc the fruit of all your former care. 
For the fad profpeft of a juft defpair. 
A quack-.(too fcandaloufly mean to-name) 

.Had, by man-midwifery, got wealth and fame : 
As if Lucina had forgot her trade. 
The labouring wife invokes his furer aid. 
Well-feafon*d bowls the goflip's fpirits raifc, 

%/^ho^ while ihe. guzzles^ chats the dodlor's praiie.; ■ 
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And largriy» wfcae fl» wants is words, fupplies. 

With maudHii-ctoqoence of trickling eyca. 

But what a thoughtkis animal is man! 

(How very a£Hve in his own trepan !) 

For, greedy of phyikians Sequent fees. 

From female mellow fttLvS& he takes degrees ; 

Struts in a new unlicensed gown, and then 

From faviivg women falls to killing men. 

Another fuch had left the nation thin. 

In fpite of all the children he brou^ in* 

His pills as thick as hand-granadoes flew ; 

And where they fell, as certainly they flew ; 

His name ftruck every where as great a damp, 

As Archimedes through Ae Roman camp. m 

With this, the dodkor^s pride began to cool ; 

For finarting foundly may convince a fool. 

But now repentance came too late for grace ; 

And meagre Famine ^SLT'd him in the face : 

Fain would he to the wives be reconcird, • 

But found no huiband left to own a child. 

The friends, that got the brats, were poifon'd too ; 

In this fad caie, what could our vermin do ? 

Worry 'd with debts and pafl all hope of bail, 

Th' unpity'd wretch lies rotting in a jail : 

And there with bafltet-alms, (carce kept alive. 

Shews how miftaken talents ought to thri^. 

I pity, from my (bul, unhappy men, 
Compeird by want to proflitute their pen j 
Who mufl, like lawyers, either ftarve oi^ plead. 
And follow, right or wrong, where guineas lead ? 

But 



Hut you, Pompiliaoy wealthy, poinper'd hcin, 

AVho to your country owe your {wosdg and careiy 

let no vain hope your eafy mind ieductt 

for rich ill poets are without excuiki 

Tis very dangerous, tampering with a Muft, 

Hie profit 's fmall and you have much to lofe^ 

For though true wit adorns your birth or place. 

Degenerate lines degrade th' attainted race. 

No poet any palfion can excite. 

But what they feel traniport them when they write*. 

Have you been led through the Cumasaa eave. 

And heard th' in^^^atient maid divinely rave ^ 

I hear her now ; I fee her rolling eyes : 

Apd panting ; Lo ! the god, the god, (he cries ; 

With words not hers, and more than human found 

She makes th' obedient ghofts peep trembling througlli 

the ground. 
But, though we muil obey when heaven command^ 
And man in vahi the facred call withftands^ 
Beware what fpirit rages in your breail ; 
For ten infpir'd, ten thoufand are poflcft. 
Thus make the proper uie of each extreme,^ 
And write with fury, but corredk with phlegm*. 
As when the chearful hours tx>o fceely pofs. 
And fparkling wine finiles in the tempting glaif » 
Your pulle advifes, and begins to beat 
Through every fwelling vein a loud retreat : 
So when a Mufe pr<^itioufly invites. 
Improve her favours, and indulge her fiighls ; 
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But when you find that vigorous heat abate. 
Leave off, and for another fummons wait. 
Before the radiant fun» a glimmering lamp. 
Adulterate metals to the fterling ftamp, 
Appear not meaner, than mere human lines, 
Compared withthofe whofe infpiration fhincs : 
Thefe nervous, bold-; thofe languid and remifs ; 
There, cold falutes j but here, a lover's kifs. 
Thus have I feen a rapid, headlong tide. 
With foaming waves the paffive Soane divide ; 
Whofe lazy waters without motion lay. 
While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous vr< 

The privilege that ancient poets claim. 
Now tum*d-to liccnfe by too juft a name. 
Belongs to none but an eftabliih'd fame. 
Which fcoms to take it — 
Abfurd expreflions, crude, abortive thoughts. 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults, 
Bafe fugitives'tothat afylum fly. 
And facred laws with infolence defy. 
Not thus our heroes of the former days, 
Deicrv'd and gain'd their never-fading bays; 
For I miftakc, or far the greateft part 
Of what fome call negleft, was ftudy'd art. 
When Virgil feems to trifle in a line, 
*Tis like a warning-piece, which gives the fign 
To wake your fancy, and prepare your fight, 
To reach the noble height of fome unufual flight. 
I lofe my patience, when with fancy pride, 
By.untun'd cars I hear his numbers try'd* 

Re^ 
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Reverfe of nature ! fliall fuch copies then 
Arraign th* originals of Maro's pen ! 
And the rude notions of pedantic fchools 
Blafphqme the facred founder of our rules ! 

The delicacy of the niceft car 
Finds nothing harfh or out of order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenfe, 
The r^und is &.i\\. a comment to the fenfe. 

A fkilful ear in numbers fhould prefidey 
And all difputes without appeal decide. 
This ancient Rome and elder Athens found. 
Before miftaken flops debauch'd the found. 

When, by impullb from heaven, Tyrtaius fung. 
In drooping foldiers a new courage fprung ; 
Reviving Sparta now the fight maintain'd. 
And what two generals loft a poet gain'd. 
By fccret influence of indulgent fides, 
Empire and poefy together, rife. 
True jx)ct8 arc the giiardians of a ftatc. 
And, when they fail, portend approaching fate. 
For that wliich Rome to conqueil did infpire. 
Was not the Veftal, but the Mufes* fire ; 
Heaven joins the bleflings : No declining age 
E'er felt the raptures of poetic rage. 

Of many faults, rhyme is (perhaps) the caufc, 
Too drift to rhyme, we flight more ufeful laws. 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known. 
Till by barbarian deluges overflown : 
Subdued, undone, they did at laft obey, 
And change their own for their invaders' way. 
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I grant th^t from fome mofly, idol oak, 
In double rhymes our Thor and Woden fpokc ; 
And by fucceflion of unlearned times, 
As Bards began, fo Monks rung on the chimes. 

But now that Phoebus and the facred Nine, 
With all their beams on our bleft ifland (hine. 
Why fliould not we their ancient rites reftorc, 
And be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 

* * Have we forgot how Raphael's numerous proi 

* Led our exalted fouls through heavenly camps, 

* And marked the ground where proud apoftate throi 

* Defy'd Jehovah ! Here, 'twixt hoft and hoft, 

* (A narrow, but a dreadful interval) 

* Portentous fight ! before the cloudy van 

* Satan with vaft and haughty ftrides advancM, 

* Came towering arm*d in adamant and gold. 

* There bellowing engines, with their fiery tubes, 

* Difpers*d xthereal forms, and down they fell 

* By thoufands, angels en arch-angels rolPd ; 

* Recovered, to the hills they ran, they flew, 

* Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, wate 

* woods) 

* From their firm feats torn by the ihaggy tops 

* They bore like fliields before them through the air 

* Till more incens'd they hurld them at their foes. 

* All was confufion, heaven's foundations fhook, 

* Threatning no lefs than univerfal wreck, 

* For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 

'''■ An cflay on blank vcrfc, out of Paradife Lofl, B. \ 

' A 



' Aod over-prc:! -viioije Lez:o!:2. vcaji van '3n : 

* lill the zmc giiiga if Mesfisb. \3iazr€^ 

' And (arai'd ^riiii -ensssacc^ Gcc*! v-jfinnoas Set 

* (Etfulgcnce of pstrrai idrr^ 

* Gxaiping xa. thomand -r-uncits-: .r iir haz*:, 

* Drore m' aid rirszina. r^scl:. hcs^.-na' dr---3. 



I * And fiait them fcinir.? !n -^^ -tit aJT^..- 
'^1 O mav I live 30 bail -^^e j:cncu= ia^. 

I And fing loud pzass thn-^ji :-c irr:wf^ -xrar, 
•^ When in triumpha-r fare -r.c 3rjz.r. \l\iiiy. 

I True to herieif, i-I": Har:^ v:. i, : r^f-ic, 

I And in the Roman rr-i'-^r- vp^i^-tr. 

I VVlkch none know '::j:z:cz', «.-.rt iu.xa. c^cc fb rear. 



I A PARA ? H ?. A S E 

CXLVIIIth P S A L M, 

O Azure vaj>i * O cr ftal fky ! 
The v.oAd'% trantp/arent canopy. 
Break your long filencc, and let mortals know 
With what contempt you look on things below. 

Wing'd fquadrons of the god of war, 

Who conquer whcrcfoe'cr you arc, 
Let echoing anthems make his prailcH known 
On earth his footllool, as in hcavcu hist throuo. 
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Great eye 6f all ^ tvhofe glorious ray 
Rules the bright empire of the day, 
O praife his name, without whofe purer light 
Thou hadft been hid in an abyfs of night. 

Ye moon and planets^ who difpenfe. 
By God's command, your influence ; 
Rcfign to him, as your Creator due. 
That veneration which men pay to you, 

Faireft, as well as firft, of things, 
From whom all joy, all beauty fprings ; 
O praife th' Almighty Ruler of the globe. 
Who ufcth thee for his empyreal robe. 

Praife him ye loud harmonious fpheres, 
Whofe facred flamp all nature bears. 
Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw. 
And whofe command is th' univerfal law : • 

Ye watery mountains of the Iky, 

And you fo far above our eye, 
Vaft ever-moving orbs, exalt his name, 
Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 

Ye dragons, who(e contagious breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death. 
Change your fierce hiding into joyful fong, 
And praife yo«r Maker with your forked tongue. 
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Praife him, yc monfters of the deep, 

That in the feas vaft bofoms fleep j 
At whofe command the foaming billows roar. 
Yet know their limits, tremble and adore. 

Ye mifls and vapours, hail and fnow. 
And you who through the concave blow. 

Swift executors of his holy word, 

Whirlwinds and tempefts, praife th* Almighty Lord. • 

Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem Icfs than mblc-hills do to you. 
Remember how, when firft Jehovah fpoke, 
All heaven was fire, and Sinai hid in fmoke. 

Praife him, fweet offspriqg of the ground. 

With heavenly nedlar yearly crown'd ; 
And ye tall cedars, celebrate his praife. 
That in his temple facred altars raife. 

Idle muficians of the fpring, 

Whofe only care *s to love and fing, 
Fly through the world, and let your trembling throat 
Praife your Creator with the fweeteft note. 

Praife him each favage furious beaft. 

That on his ilores do daily feaft : 
And you tame (laves of the laborious plow. 
Your weary knees to your Creator bow. 
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Majeftic monarchs, mortal gods, 
Whofc power hath here no periods, 

May all attempts againft your crowns be vain ! 

But ftill remember by whofe power you reign. 

Let the wide world his praifes fing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates ipring, 
And from the Danube^ frofty banks, to thofe 
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows. 

You that difpofe of all our lives, 
Praifc him from whom your power derives ; 
Be true and juil like him, and fear his word> 
A I much as malefa£i:ors do your fword. 

Praife him, old monuments of time ; 

O praife him in your youthful prime j 
Pi-aife him, fair idols of our greedy fenfe ; 
Exalt his name, fwcct age of innocence. 

Jehovah's name Ihall only laft. 

When heaven, and earth, and all is pail : 

Nothing, great God, is to be found in thee. 

But unconceivable eternity. 

Exalt, O Jacob's facred race, 
The God of gods, the God of grace j 
Who will above the ftars your empire raife. 
And with his glory recompenfe your praife. 
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A PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN TO 

His Royal Highnefs the DUKE of YORK, 
At Edinburgh. 

"pOLLY and vice are eafy to defcribe, 

•*" The common fubje61:s of our fcribbling tribe ; 

]]ut when true virtues, with unclouded light, 

All great, all royal, fhine divinely bright. 

Our eyes are dazzled, and our voice is weak ; ' ' 

Let England, Flanders, let all Europe Ipcak, 

Let France acknowledge that her fhaken throne 

Was once fupportcd, Sir, by you alone : 

Banifh'd from thence for an ufurpcr^s fake, 

Yet truftcd then with her laft delperate ftake : 

When wealthy neighbours ftrove with us for power, 

Let the fca tell, how in their fatal hour. 

Swift as an eagle, our vi6lorious prince, 

Great Britain's genius, flew to her defence ^ 

His name fti-uck fear, his condu£t won the day, 

He came, he faw, he feiz*d the ftruggling prey. 

And while the heavens were fire and th' ocean blcod, 

Confirm'd our empire o'er the conquered flood. 

O happy iflands, if you knew your blifs ! 
Strong by the fea's protc£lion, fafe by his ! 
Exprefs your gratitude the only way, 
And humbly own a debt too vaft to \)^^ \ 
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Let Fame aloud to future ages tell, 

None e'er commanded, none obey'd Co well ; 

While this high courage, this undaunted mind. 

So loyal, fo fubmiffively refign'd. 

Proclaim that fuch a hero never fprings, 

But from the uncorrupted blood of kings. 

S O N G. 

On a young Lady who fung finely, and was 
afraid of a Cold. 

TTT INTER, thy cruelty extend, 
^^ Till fatal tempefls fwcU the fea. 
In vain let (inking pilots pray j 

Beneath thy yoke let Nature bend, 
Let piercing froft, and laffing fnow. 
Through woods and fields deftrufHon fow ! 

Yet we unmovM will fit and fmile. 
While you thefe lefTcr ills create, 
Thcfe we can bear ; but, gentle Fate, 

And thou, blcft Genius of our iflc. 
From Winter's rage defendJier voice. 
At which the liftening Gods rejoice. 

May that celeftial found each day 
With extafy tranfjwrt our fouls, 
Whilft all our palfions it controls. 

And kindly drives our cares away ; 
Let no ungentle cold deftroy. 
All taftc we have of heavenly joy I 

VIRGIL'S 
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VIRGIL'S SIXTH ECLOGUE, 
S I L E N U S. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Two young fhepherds, Chromis and Mnafylus, having 
been often promifed a fong by Silenus, chance to 
catch him aflecp in this Eclogue ; where they bind 
him hand and foot, and then claim his promife. 
Silenus, finding they would be put oflF no longer, 
begins his fong, in which he defcribcs the formation 
of the univerfe, and the original of animals, ac- 
cording to the Epicurean philofophy; and then runs 
through the moft furprifing transformations which 
have happened in^ Nature fince her birth. This 
Eclogue was defigned as a compliment to Syro the 
Epicurean, who inftrufted Virgil and Varus in the 
principles of that philofophy. Silenus a6ls as tutor^ 
Chromis and Mnafylus as the two pupils. 

T Firft of Romans ftoop'd to rural ftrains, 
■*' Nor blufh'd to dwell among Sicilian fwains, 
When my Thalia rais'd her bolder voice, 
And kings and battles were her lofty choice, 
Phcebus did kindly humbler thoughts infufe. 
And with this whiiper check th' afpiring Mu& 
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A flicpherd, Titynis, his flocks fhould feed. 
And choofe a rubje6l fuited to his reed. 
Thus I (while each ambitious pen prepares 
To write thy praifes, Varus, and thy wars) 
Mypaftoral tribute in low numbers pay. 
And though I once prefum'd, I only now obey, 

But yet (if any with indulgent eyes 
Can look on this, and fuch a trifle prize) 
Thee only, Varus, our glad fwains fliall fing. 
And ever}' grove and every echo ring. 
Phoebus delights in Varus* favourite name. 
And none who under that protedUon came 
Was ever ill receiv'd, or unfccure of fame. 
Proceed my Mufc. 

Young Chromis and Mnafylus chancM to ftray 
Where (flecping in a cave) Silenus lay, 

Whofe conftant cups fly fuming to his brain. 

And always boil in each extended vein ; 

His trufty flaggon, full of potent juice, 

Was hanging by, worn thin with age and ufe ; 

Drop'd from his head, a wreath lay on the ground ; 

In hafte they ftiz'd him, and in hafte they bound ; 

Eager, for both had been deluded long 

With fruitlcfs hope of his inllruftive fong : 

But while with confcious fear they doubtful flood, 

^gle, the faireft NaTs of the flood. 

With a vermilion dye his temples ftain*d. 

Waking, he fmil'd, and muft I then be cliain'd ? 

I^oofe me, he cry'd ; *twas boldlv done, to find 

And view a God, but 'tis too bold to bind. 

The 
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The promisM vcrfe no longer 1*11 delay 
(She (hall be fatisfy'd another way). 

With that he rais'd his tuneful voice aloud. 
The knotty oaks their liftcning branches bow'd, 
And favage beails and Sylvan Gods did crowd 5 

For lo ! he fung the world's fhipendous birth. 
How fcatter*d feeds of fea, and air, and earthy 
And purer fire, through univerfal night 
And empty fpace, did fruitfully unite ; 
From whence th* innumerable race of things. 
By circular fucceffive order fprings. 

By what degrees this earth's compared fphere 
Was harden'd, woods and rocks and towns to bcar| 
How fmking waters (the firm land to drain) 
Fill'd the capacious deep, and form'd the main. 
While from above, adorn'd with radiant light, 
A new-born fun furpriz'd the dazzled fight j 
How vapours turn*d to clouds obfcure the Iky, 
And clouds diflblv'd the thirfty ground fupply; 
How the firft foreft rais'd its ihady head, 
Till when, few wandering beafts on unknown mountains 
fed. \ 

Then Pyrrha's ftony race rofe from the ground, 
Old Saturn reign'd with golden plenty crown*d, 
And bold Prometheus (whofe untamM defire 
Rival'd the fun with his own heavenly fire) 
Now doom'd the Scythian vulture's endlefs prey. 
Severely pays for animating clay. 
He nam'd the nymph (for who but Gods could tell ? ) 
Into whofc arms the lovely Hylas fell \ 
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Alcides wept in vain for Hylas loft, 

Hylas in vain refounds throu^ all the coaiL 

He with compaflion told Fafiphae's fault. 
Ah ! wretched queen ! whence came that guilty thought? 
Tljie maids of Argos, who with frantic cries 
And ioxitated lowings fill'd the ikies, 
(Though mctamorphos'd in their wild conceit) 
Did never bum with fuch unnatural heat. 
Ah ! wretched queen ! while you on mountains ihay. 
He on foft flowers his fnowy fide does lay ; 
Or fceks in herds a more proportion^ love : 
Surround, my nymphs, fhe cries, furround the groi«; 
Perhaps fome footfteps printed in the clay. 
Will to my love direft your wandering way ; 
Perhaps, while thus in fcarch of him I roam. 
My happier rivals have intic'd him home. 

He fung how Atalanta was betray'd 
By thofe Hefpcrian baits her lover laid, 
And tlie (ad fifters who to trees were tum'd. 
While with the world th' ambitious brother bum'd. 
All he defcrib'd was prefent to their eyes, 
And as he rais'd his verfe, the poplars fccm'd to rife. 

He taught which Mufe did by Apollo's will 
Guide wandering Gallus to th' Aonian hill : 
(Which place the God for folcmn meetings chofe) 
With deep refpeft the learned fcnate rofc. 
And Linus thus (deputed by the reft) 
The hero's welcome, and their tlianks, exprcfs'd : 
This harp of old to Hefiod did belong. 
To this, the Mufes' gift, join thy harmonious fong ; 

Cu.um'J 



ROSCOMMON'S POEMS. ijt 

Charm' d by thcfe (brings, trees ftarting from the ground. 
Have follow'd with d^ght the powerful ibund. 
Thus cx)nfecrated, thy Grynaean grove 
Shall have no equal in Apollo's love. 

Why fliould I fpeak of the Megarian maid. 
For love perfidious, and by love betray'd ? 
And her, wh<J rdund with barking monfters arta'd. 
The wandering Greeks (ah frighted men !) alarm'd; 
Whofe only hope on Ihatter'd fhips depends, 
While fierce fea-dogs devour the mangled friendj. 

Or tell the Thracian tyrant's alter*d fhapc, 
And dire revenge of Philomela's rape, 
"VVho to thofe 'vVoods direfts her moufnful cotirfc. 
Where fhe had fuffer'd by inceftuous force, 
While, loth to leave the palace too well known, 
Progn^ flies, hovering round,- and thinks it ftill her ov^n * 

Whatever near Eurota's happy ftream 
With laurels ctown'd, had been Apollo's theme, 
Silenus fings ; the neighbouring rocks reply, ' 
And fend his myftic numbers through the flty ; 
Till night began to fpread her gloomy veil. 
And call'd the counted Iheep from every dale; 
The weaker light unwillingly declin'd,. 
And to prevailing fhadcs the murmuring world refign'd* 
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ODE UPON SOLITUD 



tr AIL, facred Solitude! from this calm bay, 
••"^ I view the world's tempeftuous fea. 
And with wife pride defpifc 
All thofe fcnfelefs vanities ; 
With pity mov*d for others, caft away 
On rocks of hopes and fears, I fee them tofs*d 
On rocks of folly, and of vice, I fee them loft : 
Some the prevailing malice of the great. 

Unhappy men or adverfe Fate, 
Sunk deep into the gulphs of an affli£led ftate. 
But more, far more, a numbcrlefs prodigious train 
Whilft Virtue courts them, but alas in vain. 

Fly from her kind embracing arms, 
Deaf to her fondeft call, blind to her greatcft chan 
And, funk in pleafures and in brutifh eafc, 
They in their fhipwreck*d ftate themfclves obdurate plea 

II. 
Hail, facred Solitude ! foul of my foul. 

It is by thee I truly live. 
Thou doft a better life and nobler vigour give j 
Doft each unruly appetite control : 
Thy conftant quiet fills my peaceful breaft. 
With unmix'd joy, uninterrupted reft. 
Prefuming love does ne'er invade 
This private? folitary ihade ; 
And, with fantaftic wounds by beauty made, 

T 
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The joy has no allay of jealoufy, hope, and fear. 
The folid comforts of this happy fphere : 

Yet I exalted Love admire, 

Friendship, abhorring fordid gain. 
And purify *d from Luft's difhoneft ftain : 
Nor is it for my folitude unfit, 

For I am with my friend alone. 

As if we were but one ; 
•Tis the polluted love that multiplies. 
But friendihip does two fouls in one compri(e« 

III. 

Here in a full and conftant tide doth flow 
All blefiings man can hope to know ; 

Here in a d6ep recefs of thought we find 

Pleafures which entertain, and which exalt the mind ; 

Pleafures which do from friendfliip and from know- 
ledge riie. 

Which make us happy, as they make us wife c 

Here may I always on this downy grafs. 

Unknown, unfcen, my eafy minutes pafs i 

Till with a gentle force vi6lorious death 
My folitude invade. 

And, ftopping for a while my breath. 

With eafe convey me to a better (hade. 



THE 
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THE 
TWENTY-SECOND ODE 

OF THE 

FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 

T7IRTUE, dear friend, needs no defence^ 

^ The fureft guard is innocence : 
None knew, till guilt created fear, 
What darts or poifon'd arrows werc^ 

Integrity undaunted goes 
Through Libyan fands and Scythian fnows. 
Or where Hydafpes* wealthy fide 
Pays tribute to the Perfian pride. 

For as (by amorous thoughts betray 'd) 
Carelefs in Sabine woods 1 ftray'd, 
A grifly foaming wolf unfed, 
Met me unarm'd, yet trembling fled. 

No beaft of more portentous fize 
In the Ilercinian foreft lies ; 
None fiercer, in Numidia bred, 
With Carthage were in triumph led. 

Set me in the rcmotcft place. 
That Neptune's frozen arms embrace ; 
Where angry Jove did never fpare 
One breath of kind and temperate air. 

Set me where on fome pathlefs plain 
The fwaithy Africaus complain, 

To 



R/)SCOMMON'S PO£^MS. : (14a 

To fee the chariot of the Sun 

So near their fcorching country run. 

The burning zone, the frozen ifle«. 
Shall hear me fmg of Caelia's (iniles : 
All cold but in herbreaft I will defpife. 
And dare all heat but that in Cslia's eyes. 



THE SAM^E IMITATED. 

I. 

VIRTUE (dear friend) needs no defence. 
No arms, but its own innocence : 
Quivers and bows, and poifon'd darts. 
Are only us*d by guilty hearts. 

II. 

An honell mind fafely alone 
May travel through the burning zone 5 
Or through the deepcft Scythian fnows, 
Or where the fam*d Hydalpes flows. 

III. 

While, ruPd by a refiftlefs fire. 
Our great f Orinda I admire. 
The hungry wolves that fee me ftray, 
Unarnv>*d and iingle, run away. 

t Mrs. Catharine Philips. 
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IV. 

Set me in the remoteft place 
That ever Neptune did embrace 5 
When there her image &h my fareaily 
Helicon is not half ib bleft. 

V. 

Leave me upon (bme Libyan plain^ 
So fhe pay fancy entertain. 
And when the thiifty monfters meet. 
They '11 all pay homage to my feet. 

VI. 
The magic of Orinda's name. 
Not only can their fierceneis tame. 

But, if that mighty word I once rehearfir. 
They ieem fubmifiively to roar in verie. 



Part of the Fifth Scene of the Second Act 1 
GUARINI'S PASTOR FIDO» 

TS.A*NSLA;TED. 

A H happy grove ! dark and fecure retreat 
•^^ Of &cred filence, reft's eternal feat ; 
How well your cool and imfrequented (hade 
Suits with the chafte retirements of a maid i 
Oh ! if kind heaven had been (b much my firiend^ 
To make my fate upon my choice depend j 
All my ambition I would here confine. 
And only this Elyfium fhould be mine : 

Fo] 
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Fond men, by paffion wilfully betray'd. 
Adore diofe idols which their fancy made ; 
Furchafing riches with our time and care. 
We lofe our freedom in a gilded fnare ; 
And, having all, all to ourfelves rtfufc, 
Oppreft with bleiHngs which we fear to ufe. 
Fame is at beft but an inconfbnt good. 
Vain are the boafted titles of our blood ; 
We fooneft lofe what we moft highly prize, 
And with our youth our (hort-livM beauty dies ; 
In vain our fields and flocks increafe our ilorc, 
If our abundance makes us wifh for more ; 
How happy is the harmlefs country>maid, 
Who, rich by nature, fcoms fuperfluous aid * 
Whofe modefl deaths no wanton eyes invite. 
But like her foul preferves the native white { 
Whofe little ftore her well-taught mind does picafe, 
Nor pinch'd with want, nor cloy*d with wanton cafe, 
Who, free from florms, which on the great-ones fall. 
Makes but few wifhes, and enjoys them all i 
No care but love can difcompofe her brcaH:, 
Love, of all cares, the fvveeteft and the beft : 
While on fwect grafs her bleating charge docs lie. 
Our happy lover feeds upon her eye ; 
Not one on whom or Gods or men irapofe, 
But one whom love has for this lover chofe. 
Under fbmc favourite myrtle's fhady boughs. 
They fpcak their pailions in repeated vows. 
And whilfl a blufh confeiTcs how fhe burns. 
His faithful hcait makes as fmcere returns 4 
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Thus in the arms of love and peace they lie, 
And while they live, their flames can never die» 

THE DREAM. 

TO the pale tyrant, who to horrid graves 
Condemns fo many thoufai\d helplefs flaves^ 
Ungrateful we do gentle fleep compare. 
Who, though his viftories as numerous are. 
Yet from his ilaves no tribute does he take. 
But woeful cares that load men while they wake. 
When his ipft charms had eas'd my weary fight 
Of all tl\e baleful troubles of the light, 
Borinda came, divcfted of the fcorn 
Which the uncqual'd maid fo long had worn $ 
How oft, in vain, had Love's great God eflay'd 
To tame the ftubbom heart of that bright maid f 
Yet, fpite of all the pride that fwells her mind. 
The humble God of Sleep can make her kind. 
A rifing blufh increas'd the native ftore 
Of charms, that but too fatal were before. 
Once more prefent the vifion to my view. 
The fweet illufion, gentle Fate, renew ! 
How kind, how lovely fhe, how ravifli'd I ? 
Shew mc; blcft God of Sleep, and let me die. 



THE 
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THE GHOST 

OF THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS, 

To the New One, appointed to meet at Oxford. 

FROM deepcft dungeons of eternal night, 
The feats of horror, forrow, pains, and fpite, 
I have been fent to tell you, tender youth, 
A feafonable and important truth. 
I feel (but, oh ! too late) that no difeafe 
Is like a furfeit of luxurious eafe : 
And of all others, the moft tempting things 
Are too much wealth, and too indulgent kings. 
None ever vras fuperlatively ill, 
But by degrees, with induftry and (kill t 
And fome, whofe meaning hath at firft been fair. 
Grow knaves by ufe, and rebels by delpair. 
My time is paft, and yours will foon begin. 
Keep the firft bloflbms from the blaft of fin 5 
And by the fate of my tmultuous ways, 
Preferve yourfelves, and bring ferencr days. 
The bufy, fubtle ferpents of the law. 
Did firft my mind from true obedience draw : 
While I did limits to the king prefcribe. 
And took for oracles that canting tribe, 
I changed true freedom for the name of free, 
And grew feditious for variety : 
All that oppos'd me were to be accus*d, 
Ajid by the laws illegally abuVd •» 

R 3 '^'^ 
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1'he robe was fummonMy Maynard in the heady 

In legal ipur^er nppe fb de€|)ly read ; 

I brought him to the bar^ where once he flood , 

Stain'd with the (yet onexpiated) blood 

Of the brave Strafibrdy when three kingdoms ruor 

With his accumulative hackney-tongue ; 

Prifoncrs and >ykneires were waiting by, 

Thcie had been taught to fwear, and thofe to die^ 

And to expe£b their arbitnoy fates, 

Some for ill faces, fome for good eftates. 

To fright the pec^le, and alarm the town, 

Bcdloe and Oates employM the reverend gown. 

But while the triple mitre bore the blame, 

The king's three crowns were their rebellious aim : 

1 feem'd (and did but feem) to fear the guards. 

And took for mine the Bethels and the Wards : 

Anti-monarchic Heretics of fbte, 

Immoral Atheifts, rich and reprobate : 

But above all I got a little guide, 

Who every ford of villainy had try'd : 

None knew fo well the old pernicious way. 

To ruin fubje^ls, and make kings obey ; 

And my fmall Jehu, at a furious rate. 

Was driving Eighty back to Forty-eight. 

This the king knew, and was refolv'd to bear. 

But I miflook his patience for his fear. 

All that this happy iiland could aflbrd. 

Was facrific'd to my voluptuous board. 

In his whole paradife, one only tree 

He had excepted by a ih:i6t decree } 

A Acred 
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A facred tree, which royal fruit did bear^ 

Yet it an pieces I conijpir^ to tear j 

Beware, my child ! divinity is there. 

This fo undid all I had done before, 

I could attempt, and he endure no more ; 

My unprepared, and unrepenting breath. 

Was fnatch'd away by the iwift hand of death ; 

And I, with all my fins about me, hurl'd 

To th* utter darknefs of the lower world : 

A dreadful place ! winch you txK) ibon will (es. 

If you believe iedvcers more tihan me. 

O V THE 

DEATH OF A LADY'S DOG. 

'T' H O U, happy creature, art (ecure 
'*' From all die torments we endure ; 
De^jahr, ambkion, jeakMiTy, 
Lofl friends, nor lotie, dk(%uiet thee ; 
A fullen prudence drew thee hence 
From noife, fraud, and impcjrtiBence. 
Though life effay'd the fureft wile, 
GdldiDg it&lf with Laura's finik ; 
How didft thou fcom life's meaner charmsy 
Thou who coukl'ft break from I/aura's arms t 
Boor Cynick ! ftill medunks I hear 
Thy awful murmur m mty ear ; 
As when on Laura't lap you lay. 
Chiding th6 ¥K>rthkiis crowd away. 
How fondly hunum paffions turn ! 
What wc then cnvy'd, now \vc mo\xm\ 
B.4 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT, 

WHEN ACTED AT THE THEATRE IN DUBLIN. 

"VOU *vc feen to-night the gloiy of the Eaft, 
-*- The man, who all the then Known iKorld pofic^ 
That kings in chains did ion of Amnion call. 
And kingdoms thought di\ine, hy treaibn fall. 
Him Fortune only favour 'd for her iport ; 
And when his condu£b wanted her fupport. 
His empiiT, courage, and his boafted line, 
Wcie all prov'd mortal by a flave's defign. 
Gicar Charles, whofc birth has promis'd milder Iwajt 
W'hofe awful nod all nations muft ohej, 
SccurM by higher })o\vers, exalted ftands 
AUivcr tlic reach of (acrilegious hands; 
Thole miracles that guard his crowns, declare 
'I'liHt heaven has form'd a monarch worth their aire i 
Horn to Advance the loyal, and depofe 
Ilia own, his hrother't, and his father's foes. 
|-ii^\i()ii, that once made diadems her prey. 
And flnpt «>ur prince in his triumphant way, 
I'' lid like n miff )>eforc this radiant day. 
So when, in hriivin, the mighty rebels rofe. 
Proud, and iclolv'd that empire to dcpofc. 

Angels 



) 



XdSCOMMON'S POEMS. .149 

Angels fought firft, but unfucccfsful prov'd. 

Cod kept the conqueil for his beft beloved : 

At figl^-of fuch omnipotence they fly. 

Like leaves before autumnal winds, and die. 

All who before him did afcend the throne. 

Laboured to draw three reitive nations on. 

He boldly drives them forward without pain. 

They hear his voice, and (faraight obey the rein. 

Such terror fpeaks him deftin'd to command; 

We worfhip Jove with thunder in his hand ; 

But when his mercy without power appears. 

We (light his altars, and negle6^ our prayers. 

How weak in arms did civil difcord ihew I 

Like Saul, fhe (truck with fury at her foe. 

When an immortal hand did ward the blow. 

Her offspring, made the royal hero's fcorn. 

Like Tons of earth, all fell as foon as bom : 

Yet let us boafl, for (ure it is our pride, 

When with their blood our neighbour lands were dy'd^ 

Ireland's untainted loyalty remain'd. 

Her people guiltlefs, and her fields unfiain'd. 

ON THE 

DAY OF JUDGMENT, 

I- 

nPHE day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
•^ Shall the whole world in a(hes lay, 
At DaTid and the Sibyls £17. 



)■ 
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II. 

What horror will invade the mindy 

When the ftrift Judge, who would be kini. 

Shall have few venial faults to find ! 

III. 

The laft loud trumpet's wondrous founds 
Shall through the rending tombs rebound*,, 
And wake the nations under ground. 

IV. 
Nature and Death fhall, with iuiprize^ 
Behold the psle ofiender rife. 
And ^ew the Judge with confcious eyes^. 

V. 
Then ihall, with univer(al dread. 
The (acred myftic book be nead,. 
To try die living and the dead. 

VI. 
The Judge afccnds his awful thronr^ 
He makes each iecret fin be known. 
And all with fhame confefs dieir ow»» 

VII. 
O then ! what intereft fiiali 1 make, 
To fave my lafl important flake, 
When the moCt jufl have caufe td quake * 

VIII. 
Thou mighty, formidable king, 
Thou mercy's unexhaufted %nng» 
Some comfortable pity bring ! 

IX. Forg< 
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IX. 
Forget not what my omibm coft. 
Nor let Qny dear-bought fojal be loft^ 
In fiorms of guilty taror toft. 

X. 
Thou who for mc didft feel fuch pain. 
Whole piecioas blood ^e crofs did ibiii| 
Let not thoie agcMiies be vain. 

XI. 

Thou whom avenging powers obey^ 
Cancel my debt (too great to pay) 
Before the fad accounting-day. 

XII. 
Surrounded with amazing fears, 
Whofe load my Ibul with aoguilh bears^ 
I figh, I weep : Accept my tears. 

XIII. 

Thou who wcrt mov'd with Mary's grief> 
And, by abiblving of the thief. 
Haft given me hopc^ now give relief. 

XIV. 

Reje6l not my unworthy prayer, 
Preferve me from that dangerous fnare 
Which death and gaping hell prepare* 

XV. 

Give my exalted foul a place 
Among tky efaoien light-hand iace ; 
The ibiM «f God^ and beira of grace* 
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XVI. 

From that infadable ab3rrsy 

Where flames devom*, and feipentt hift. 

Promote me to thy (eat of blifs. 

XVII. 
Proftrate my contrite heart I rend. 
My God, my Father, and my Friend j 
Do not foriake me in my end. 

XVIII. 
Well may they curfe their fccond breath. 
Who rife to a reviving death ; 
Thou great Creator of Mankind, 
Let guilty man compaffion find ! 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

POMPEY, A TRAGEDY 

Tranflated by Mr«. Cath. Phxi^ips, 

From the French of Monfieur CoRNEiLi,E| 

And a£led at the Theatre in Dublin. 

'TPHE mighty rivals, whofe deftruftive rage 
•*• Did the whole world in civil arms engage. 
Are now agreed ; and make it both their choice. 
To have their fates determin'd by your voice. 
Cafrfar from none but you will have his doom. 
He hates th' obfequious flatteiies of Rome : 
He fcoms, where once he rul'd, now to be try*d. 
And he hath rui'd in all the world befidc. 

Wh< 
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When he the Thames, the Danube, and the Nile, 
Had flain*d with blood. Peace flourifh'd in this iflc $ 
And you alone may boaft, you never (aw 
Cxfar till now, and now can give him law. 

Great Pompey too, comes as a fuppliant here. 
But fays he cannot now begin to fear : 
He knows your equal juftice, and (to tell 
A Roman truth) he knows himfelf too well. 
Succcfs, 'tis true, waited on Cxiar's fide, 
3ut Pompey thinks he conquer'd when he died. 
His fortune, when ihe prov*d the moft unkind, 
Chang'd his condition, but not Cato's mind. 
Then of what doubt can Pompey 's caufe admit. 
Since here fo many Cato's judging fit. 

But you, bright nymphs, give Caefar leave to woa^ 
The greateft wonder of the world, but you j 
And hear a Muie, who has that hero taught 
To fpeak as gcneroufly as e'er he fought ; 
Whofe eloquence from fuch a theme deters 
All tongues but Engliih, and all pens but hers. 
By the juft Fates your fex is doubly bleft. 
You conquer'd Caefar, and you praife him heft. 

And you (* illuflrious Sir) receive as due, 
A prefent deftiny preferv'd for you. 
Rome, France, and England, join their forces here. 
To make a poem worthy of your eai". 
Accept it then, and on that Pompey *s brow, 
Who gave fo many crowns, bellow one now, 

* To the Lord Lieutenant. 
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ROSS'S GHOST. 

SHAME of my life, difturber of my tomb, 
Bafe as thy mother's proitituted womb ; 
Huffing to cowardsy fawning to the brave, ^ 

To knaves a fool, to credulous fools a knave. 
The king's betrayer, and the people's fbve. 
Like Samuel, at thy necromantic call, 
I rife, to tell thee, God has left thee, Saul. 
I flrove in vain th' infe£bd blood to cure ; 
Streams will run muddy where the Ipnng 't impmt. 
In all your meritorious life, we fee 
Old TaaPs invincible fobriety. 
Places of Mader of the Horfe, and Spy, 
You (like Tom Howard) did at once fupply : 
From Sidney's blood your loyalty did ipring. 
You (hew us all your parents, but the king, 
From whofe too tender and too bounteous arms 
(Unhappy he who fuch a viper warms ! 
As dudful a fubjefk as a ion !} 
To your true parent, the whole town, you run. 
Read, if you can, how th' old apoftate fell. 
Out-do his pride, and merit more than hell : 
Both he and you were glorious and bright. 
The firtt and faireft of the fons of light : 
But when, like him, you ofler'd at the crown. 
Like him, your angry father kick'd you dowik 

TH 
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THE SIXTH ODE 

OF THE 

THIRD BOOK OF HORACE, 

Of the Corruption of the Times. 

'T'HOSE ills your anceftors have done, 

■*■ Romans^ are now become your own j 

And they will coft you dear, 

Unlefs you &on repair 

The ftdling temples which the gods provoke. 

And ftatues fully'xi yet with facrilegious fmoke. 

Pnypitioas heaven^ that rais'd your fathers high, 
F6r hun^le, grateful piety, 
(As it rewarded their rerpe£l) 
Hath (harply puniih'd your negle^i 
All empires on the gods depend, 

Begun by their command, at their command they end. 

Let Crafliic' ghoft and Labienus tell. 
How twice by Jove's revenge our legions fell, 

Andy ¥rith unfukmg pride, 
Shining in Roman Ipoils, the Psarthian vifbors nde. 

The Scythian and Egyptian icum 

Had almoft ruin'd Rome, 
"While our feditions took their part, 
FiU'd«achi£gyptian fail^^andwing'd each Scythian dart. 
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Firft, thofe flagitious times 
(Pregnant with unknown crimen) 
Confpire to violate the nuptial bed. 
From which polluted head 
Infectious dreams of crowding fins began. 
And through the Ipurious breed and guilty nation 

Behold a ripe and melting maid. 
Bound prentice to the wanton trade ; 
Ionian artifts, at a mighty price, 
Inftruft her in the myfteries of vice ; 
What nets to fpread, where fubtle balits to lay. 
And with an early hand they form the tempered ck 

Marry'd, their leiTons fhe improves- 
By pra£^icc of adulterous loves, 
And fcorhs the common mean defign 
To take advantage of her hufband's wine. 
Or fnatch, in fome dark place, 
A hafty illegitimate embrace. 

No. ! the brib'd huft>and knows of all. 
And bids her rife when lovers> call ; 
Hither a merchant from the ftraits. 
Grown wealthy by forbidden freights. 
Or city cannibal, repairs. 

Who feeds upon the flefli of heirs ; 
Convenient brutes, whofe tributary flame 
Pays the full pric<; of lull| and gilds the flighted (hs 
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'TSvas not the (pawn of fuch as thefc. 
That dy'd with Punick blood the conquerM leas, 
And quafh'd the flem ^acides ; 
Made the proud Afian monarch feel 
How weak his gold was againft Europe's fteel, 
Forc'd even dire Hannibal to yield ; 
And won the long-difputed world at Zama's fatal field. 

But fbldiers of a ruftic mould. 
Rough, hardy, feafon'd, manly, bold. 
Either they dug the ftubborn ground, 
Or through hewn woods their weighty flrokes did found. 

And after die declining fun 
Had chang'd the fhadows, and their tafk was done. 
Home with their weary team they took their way, 
And diowjiM in friendly bowls the labour of the day. 

Thne fenfibly all things impairs j 
Our fathers have been worfc tiian theirs ; 
And we than ours ; next age will Ice 
A race more profligate than we 
^ Wirfi all the pains we take) have Ikill enough to be. 

Tranflation of the follwing Verfe from L u c a n\ 
Viftrix Caufa Diis placuit, fed Vidia Catoni, 

' l/H£ gods were pleas 'd to chufe the conquering fide, 
-*' But Cato thought he conqucr'd when he dy'd. 
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Shine through th' infipid dulnefs of the rdi ; 

Here they deicribe a temple, or a wood. 

Or dreams that through delightful meadows run, 

And tliere the rainbow, or the rapid Rhine $ 

But they mifplace them all, and crowd them in. 

And are as much to fcek in other things. 

As he that only can defign a tree. 

Would be to draw a Ihipwreck or a ftorm. 

When you begin with fb much pomp and ihow. 

Why is the end fo little and fo low ? 

Be what you will, fo you be ftill the fame. 

Moft poets fall into the grofTefl faults. 
Deluded by a fccming excellence : 
By ftriving to be fhort, they grow obfcurc. 
And when they would write fmoothly, they want il£«ngtl)| 
Their fprits fink j wliile others, that afie6): 
A lofty ftyle, fwell to a tympany ; 
Some timorous wretches flart at every blaiV, 
And, fearing tempefls, dare not leave the fhorc ; 
Other?, in love with wild variety. 
Draw boars in waves, and dolphins in a wood, j 
Thus fear of erring, join'd with want of fltill. 
Is a moft certain way of erring ftill. 

The meancft workman in th* -ffimilian fquare^ 
May grave the nails, or imitate the hair. 
But cannot finifli what he hath bcgim i 
What can be more ridiculous than he > 
For one or two good features in a face. 
Where all the reft arc fcandaloufly ill, 
Make it but more remarkably dcform'd. 
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My chief care has been tx> write intelligibly ; and 
>K'here the Latin was obfcure, I have added a line or 
two to explain it. 

I am below the envy of the critics; but, if I durft, 
I would beg them to remember, that Horace owed his 
favour and his fortune to the charafter given of him. 
hy Virgil and Varius, that Fundanius and Pollio ar^ 
ill 11 valued by what Horace fays of them, and that,' 
in their golden age, there was a good undcrlianding/ 
among the ingenious, and thofe who were the moil' 
elleemed were the beft natured. 



TF in a pi6hire (Pifo) you fhould fee 

•*' A handfome woman with a fifhes tail, 

Or a man's head upon a horft's neck, 

Or limbs of beads of the moft different kinds, 

Covered with feathers of all forts of birds, 

Would you not laugh, and think the painter mad !. ,' 

Truft me, that book is as ridiculous, * ; 

Whofe incoherent (lyle (like lick men's dreams) 

Varies all fhapes, and mixes all extremes. 

Painters and Poets have been ftill allow 'd 

Their pencils, and their fancies unconfin'd. 

This privilege we freely give and talce ; 

But Nature, and the common laws of fenfe. 

Forbid to reconcile Antipathies, 

Or make a fnake engender with a dove. 

And hungry tigers court the tender lambs. 

Some, that at iirft have promis'd mighty things, 
AppUud thcmfclvcs, when a few flodd Vvas.^ 
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The Lucrine mole (Caefar*s ftupendous work) 
Protefts our navies from the raging north ; 
And (fince Ccthegus drained the Pontine Jake) 
We plow and reap where former ages row'd. 
See how the Tiber (whofc licentious waves 
So often overflowed the neighbouring fields) 
Now runs a fmooth and inofienfive courfe, 
ConfinM by our great Emperor's command : 
Yet this, and they, and all, will be forgot; 
Why then Ihould words challenge eternity, 
1 When greateft men and greateft afbions die ? 

Ufe may revive the obfoleteft words, 
'. ■■ And banilh thofe that now are moft in vogue ; 

: Ufe is the judge, the law, and rule of ipeech. 

Homer firft taught the world in epick verfe 
To write of great commanders, and of kings. 

Elegies were at firft defign'd for grief. 
Though now we ufe them to exprefs our joy : 
: . ' j But to whofe Mufc we owe that fort of vcrle, 

i i Is undecided by the men of (kill. 

: Rage with lambicks arm'd Archilochus, 

iJ • ; . Numbers for dialogue and aftion fit, 

' ■ And favourites of the Dramatic Mufe. 

J Fierce, lofty, rapid, whofe commanding found 

\\ Awes the tumultuous noifes of the pit, 

• I ' And whofe peculiar province is the ftage. 

j ' Gods, heroes, conquerors, Olympic crowns^ 

i I Love's plcafmg cares, and the free joys of wino. 

Are proper fubjefts for the Lyric fong. 
Why is he honoured with a poet's name. 
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Who neither knows nor would obfcnre a rule ; 
Andf choofes to be ignorant and proud. 
Rather than own his ignorance, and learn ? 
. Let every thing have its due place and time. 
A comic fubjeft loves an humble verfe, 
Thyeftes fcoms a low and comic ftyle. 
Yet comedy fometimes may raife her voice, | 
And Chremes be allow'd to foam and rail : 
Tragedians too lay by their ftate too grieve ; 
Peleus and Telephus exiled and poor, 
Forget their fwelling and gigantic words. 
He that would have fpeftators (hare his grief, 
Muft write not only well, but movingly, 
And raife men's palfions to what height he will. 
We weep and laugh, as we fee others do : 
He only makes me fad who ihews the way. 
And firft is fad himfelf ; then, Telephus, 
I feel the weight of your calamities. 
And fancy all your miferies my own : 
But, if you ad them ill, I fleep or laugh ; 
Your looks muft alter, as your fubje£t does. 
From kind to fierce, from wanton to fevere : 
For nature forms, and foftens us within. 
And writes our fortune's changes in our face. 
Pleafure inchants, impetuous rage tranfports, 
And grief dejefts, and wrings the tortur'd foul,. 
And thefe are all interpreted by fpeech ; 
But he whofe words and fortunes difagree, 
Abfurd, unpity'd, grows a public jeft. 
Oblerve the chara6ters of thofe that fpeak<» 
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Whether an honefl iervant, or a cheats 
Or one whofe ,blood boils in his youthful YeiaSy 
Or a grave matron , or a bufy nude. 
Extorting merchants, careful hufbandmen, 
Argives or Thebans, Afians or Greeks, 

Follow report, or feign coherent things '5 
Defcribe Achilles, as Achilles was. 
Impatient, raih, inexorable, proud. 
Scorning all judges, and all law but arms ; 
Medea mud be all revenge and blood, 
Ino all tears, Ixion all deceit, 
lo mufl wander, and Oreftes mourn. 

If your bold Mufe dare tread unbeaten paths. 
And bring new chara6i:crs upon the ftage. 
Be fure you keep them up to their firft height. 
New fubjcfts are not eafily explain'd. 
And you had better choofe a well-known theme. 
Than trull to an invention of your own : 
For what originally others writ. 
May be fo well difguis'd, and fo improv'd. 
That with fome juftice it may pafs for yours j 
But then you muft not copy trivial things. 
Nor word for word too faithfully tranilat'e. 
Nor (as fome fervile imitators do) 
Prefcribe at firft fuch ftrift uneafy rules. 
As you muft ever flaviflily obferve. 
Or all the laws of decen^ renounce. 

Begin not as th' old poetailer did, 
" Troy's famous war, and Priam's fate,' I fing." 
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In what will all this oftentation end } 
The labouring mountain fcarce brings forth a moufe t 
How far is this from the Maeonian ftile ? 
" Mufe, Ipeak the man, who, fince the fiege of Troy^ 
** So many towns, fuch change of manners faw." 
One with a flafh begins, and ends in finol^e. 
The other out of fmoke brings glorious lights 
And (without railing expefbation high) 
Surprizes us with daring miracles. 
The bloody Leftrygons, Charybdis* giilph. 
And frighted Greeks, who near the JExn^ ihore. 
Hear Scylla bark, and Polyphemus roar^ 
He doth not trouble us with Leda's eggs. 
When he begins to write the Trojan war j 
T^or, writing the return of Diomed> 
Go back as far as Meleager's death r 
Nothing is idle, each judicious line 
Infenfibly acquaints us with the plot ; 
He choofes only what he can improve. 
And truth and fiction are fo aptly mix'd 
That all feems uniform, and of a piece. 
Now hear what every auditor expefts ; 
If you intend that he ihould ftay to hear 
The epilogue, and fee the curtain fall ; 
Mind how our tempers alter in our years. 
And by that rule form all your charadters. 
One that hath newly learn'd to^fpeak and go. 
Loves childifli plays, is foon provoked and pleas'd. 
And changes every hour his wavering mind. 
A youth that firft cafts off his tutor's yoke. 
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Loves horfes, hounds, and f]X)rts> and exercKe, 
Prone to all vice, impatient of reproof, 
Proud, carelefs, fond, inconftant, and profuie. 
'Gain and ambition rule our riper years. 
And make us (laves to intereft and power. 
Old men are only walking hofpitals, 
Where all defe£^s and all difeafes croi^ 
With relllefs pain, and more tormenting fear. 
Lazy, morofe, full of delays and hopes, 
Opprefs'd with riches which they dare not ufc j 
Ill-natur*d cenfors of the prefent age, 
And fond of all the follies of the pafl. 
Thus all the treafure of our flowing years. 
Our ebb of life for ever takes away. 
Boys muft not have th' ambitious care of men. 
Nor men the weak anxieties of age. 

Some things are afted, others only told ; 
But what we hear moves lefs than what we fee ; 
Spe£bators only have their eyes to truft. 
But auditors muft truft their ears and you j 
Yet there are things improper for a fcene, 
Which men of judgment only will relate. 
Medea muft not draw her murdering knife. 
And fpill her childrens blood upon the ftage. 
Nor Atreus there his horrid feaft prepare. 
Cadmus and Progn^'s metamorphoiis, 
(She to a Iwallow tum'd, he to a fnake) 
And whatlbever contradicts my fenfc, 
I hate to fee, and never can believe. 

6u 
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Five afts are the juft meafure of a ]^y. 
'Nev^r prefume to make a God appear, 
But for a bufincfs worthy of a God ; 
And in one fcene no more than three ihould ^peak. 

A chorus ihould fupply what a6lion wants, 
And hath a generous and manly part j 
Bridles wild rage, loves rigid honefty. 
And ftri6t obfervance of impartial laws. 
Sobriety, fecurity, and peace, 
And begs the Gods who guide blind fortune's wheel. 
To raife the wretched, and pull down the proud. 
But nothing muft be fung between tlie a6b. 
But what fome way conduces to the plot. 

Firft the fhrill found of a fmall rural pipe 
<Not loud like trumpets, nor adom'd as now) 
Was entertainment for the infant ftage. 
And pleased the thin and baihful audience 
Of our well-meaning, frugal anceftors. 
But when our walls and limits were enlarged. 
And men (grown wanton by iMX)fpcrity) 
Study'd new arts of luxury and eafe. 
The verfe, the mufic, and the fcene, 's improved ; 
For how ihould ignorance be judge of wit. 
Or men of ienie applaud the jeils of fools ? 
Then came rich doadis and graceful a6tion in. 
Then inibruments were taught more moving notes. 
And eloquence with all her pomp and charms 
Foretold us uieful and fententious truths. 
As thoie delivered by the Delphic God. 

The firil tragedians found that fcrious ft^Vt 
Too grave for their uncultivated age, 
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And (b brought wild and naked' fatyrs in, 

Whofc motion, words, and Ihape, w^re all a farce, 

(As oft as decency would give them leave) 

Becaufc the mad ungovernable rout, 

Full of confijfion, and the fume? of wine, 

Lov'd fuch variety and antic tricks. 

But then they did not wrong thcmfelvcs fo inucl^ 

To make a god', a hero, or a king, 

(Stript of his golden ci:x)>vn and purple robe)- 

Defcend to a mechanic diale£b, 

Nor (to avoid fuch meannefs) foaring high' 

With empty found and airy notions fly ; 

For tragedy ihould blufh as much to iioop 

To the low mimic follies of a farce, 

As a grave matron would to dance with girls r 

You mufl not think tliat a fatiric ftyle 

Allows of fcandalous and brutifli words. 

Or the confounding of your charaders. 

Begin with Truth, then give Invention fcopc,. 

And if your ft}lc be natural and fmooth. 

All men will try, and hope to write as well ; 

And (not without much pains) be undeceiv'cf^ 

So much good method and connexion may 

Improve the common and the plaineft things. 

A fatyr tlvat comes flaring from the woods. 

Mull not at firft fpeak like an orator : 

But, though his language fhould not be refin'dv 

It mud not be ebfcene and impudent ,* 

The better fort abhors fcurrility. 

And often ccnfurcs what the rabble likes. 

UnpoliUrd 
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tJnpolifli'd vcrfes pafs with many men, 
And Rome is too ittduigent in that point ; 
But then to write at a loofe ramhHng rate. 
In hope the world will wink at all our j^iilts. 
Is fuch a rafh ill-grounded confidence. 
As men may pardon, but will never praiie. 
Be perfe£i in the Greek origmals. 
Read them by day, and think of them by night. "V^ 
But Plautus was admir'd in former time 
With too much patience (not to call it woric)-: 
His harfh, unequal verfe was mufic then, 
And rudenefs had the privilege of wit. 

When Thefpis firft exposed the Tragic Mufe, 
.Rude were the aflors, and a cart the fcene. 
Where ghaflly ^aces ftain'd vnth lees t)f wine 
^Trighted the children, «nd amus'd the croud; 
This ^fchylus (with indignation) faw, 
.And built a flage, found out a decent drefs. 
Brought vizards in (a civiler difguife), 
.And taught men how to ipeak and how to adt, ^ 

Next Comedy aj^pear'd with great applaufe, 
Till her licentious and abuiive tongue 
WakenM the magiftnates coercive power. 
And forced it to fupprefs her infolence. 

Our wiiters have Attempted every way ; 
And they deferve our praiie, whofe daring Mufe 
Difdain'd to be beholden to the Greeks, 
And found fit fubje£b for her verfe at home. 
Nor fhould we be lefi famous for our wit. 
Than for the f9rc« of our^n^iious wom^ 
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But that the time and care that are required 
To overlook, and file, and polilh well. 
Fright poets from that neceffary toil. 

Dcmocritus was fo in love withiwit. 
And fome men's natural impulfe to write, • 
That he defpis'd the help of art and inlcs. 
And thought none poets till their brains were crackt { 
And this hath fo intoxicated fome. 
That (to appear incorrigibly mad) 
They cleanlinefs and company renounce 
For lunacy beyond the cure of art, 

With a long beard, and ten long dirty nails, 

Pafs current for Apollo's li\'cry, 

O my unhappy ftars ! if in the Spring 

Some phyfic had not cur'd me of the fplcen, 
j Kone would have writ with more fuccefs tlian I ; 

''But I muft reft contented as I am. 

And only ferve to whet that wit in you. 

To which I willingly refign my claim. 

Yet without writing I may teach to write. 

Tell what the duty of a poet is ; 

Wherein his wealth and ornaments confift. 

And how he may be form*d, and how improved. 

What fit, what not, what excellent or ill. 

Sound judgment is the ground of writing well; 

And when Philof.iphy dire6J:s your choice 

To proper fubjefts rightly underftood, 

Words from your pen will naturally flow^ ; 

He only gives the proper cliara6lers. 

Who knows tlic duty of all ranks of men, 

AnJ 
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what we owe our country, parents, friends* 
' judges and how fenators ihould a£ty 

what becomes a general to do ; 
fe are the likeft copies, which are drawa- 
he original of human life, 
etimcs in rough and undigefted plays 
meet with fuch a lucky charafter, 

being humour'd right, and well purfued, 
eeds much better than the ihallow verfe 

chiming trifles of more ftudious pens, 
rcece had a genius, Greece had eloquence^ 
ler ambition and her end was fame. 
Roman youth is diligently taught 

deep myfterious art of growing rich, 

the firft words that children learn to fpeak 
of the value of the names of coin ; 
a penurious wretch, that with his milk 

fuck'd the bafeft dregs of ufury, 
nd to generous and heroic thoughts ? 
ruft and avarice write lafling lines > 
^ou, brave youth, wife Numa*s worthy heir, 
2mber of what weight your judgment is,, 
never venture to commend a book, 

has not pafs'd all ji^ges and all tefts. 
poet ihould in(lru£b, or pleafe, or both : 
ill your precepts be fuccinft and clear, 
: ready wits may comprehend them foon, 
faithful memories retain them long ,• 
uperfluities are foon forgot, 
r be fo conceited of your parts. 



S7t ItOSCOMMON'S POEMS. 
To think joa may porfuade ns what you pleafe. 
Or venture to bring in a child alive. 
That Canibals have nrarder'd and devour'd.^ 
Old age explodes dl but morality ; 
Aofierity ofiends afpiring youths ; . 
But he that joins infhndion with delight. 
Profit with pleafure, cairies all die votes r 
Theie are the volumes that enrich the (hops, 
Thefe pafs with admiration through the worlds 
And bring their audior to eternal hme. 

Be not too rigidly cenforious, 
A firing may jar in the befl mafler's hand, 
And the mofl fkilful archer mifs his aim { 
But in a poem elegantly writ, 
I would not quarrel with a flight miftake^ 
Such as our nature's frailty may excufe ; 
But he that hath been often told his fault. 
And flill perfifts, is as impertinent 
As a mufician that will always play. 
And yet is always out at the fame note : 
When fuch a pofitive abandoned fop 
(Among his numerous abfurdities) 
Stumbles upon fome tolerable line, 
I fret to fee them in fuch company. 
And wonder by what magic they came there* 
But in long works (leep will fometimes furprife i 
Homer himfblf hath been obferv'd to nod. 

Poems, like pi£lure8, are of different forts. 
Some better at a difbnce, others near, 
Some love the dark, feme choofc the cleared lig! 
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And boldly challenge the moft piercing eye, 
I Sane pleafe for once, fome will for ever pleaie. 

But, Piiby (though your knowledge of the world, 

Join'd with your father's precepts, make you wiic) 

Remember this as an important truth : 

Some things admit of mediocrity, 

A counfeUor, or pleader at the bar. 

May want Meffala's powerful eloquence. 

Or be lefs read than deep Cafcellius ; 

Yet this indifferent lawyer is efteem'd ; 

But no authority of gods, nor men 

Allow of any mean in poefy. 

As an ill concert, and -a. coarfe perfume, 

Biigrace the delicacy of a feaft, 

And might with more dii^rction have been ipar'd ; 

So poefy, whofc end is to delight. 

Admits of no degrees, but mufrbe ftill ^ • • 

Sublimely good, or dcfpicably ill. 

In other things men have fome rcafon left. 

And one that cannot dance, or fence, or run, 

Defpairing of fucccfs, forbears to try ; 

But all (without confideration) write ; 

Some thinking that th' omnipotence of wealth 

Can turn them into poets when they pleafe. . . 

But, Pi(b, you are of too quick a fight 

Not to difcern which way your talent lies. 

Or vainly with your genius to contend ; 

Yet if it ever be your fate to write, 

Let your productions pafs the ibri£ie(l hands. 

Mine and your father's, and not fee the light 

T 'XvVN. 
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Till time a^ cace h^Te Q|3iiBn'd' eveiy line. 
What yoiJtkiQep by y«ii,. you may change and xnei 
But yrotdM. once fpoke csui n«7or be recali'd. 

Qiiphf\i»y in^iir'd.by mosK than human ^povrejf. 
Did not, as poets-, feign, tame favage beafb. 
But men as lawlefs and as mid as they. 
And firft difluaded them £rom rage and blood s 
Thus, \vrhen AjBfitnon. built i^ Theban wall,. 
They feign'd the ftoae^ obey'd his. magijc lute s 
Poets, the fiiH inilcuAors of mankind, 
brought all things to thdr pcopen, native uie ; 
Some they appropriated to the gods, 
And fome to public, fixne to private ends : 
Promifcuous love by marriage vvas refbrain'd» 
Cities, wefle built, and u(e£ul Ukws v^ere made $ 
So great was the divinity of verfe. 
And fuch obfervanoe to a poet paid. 
Then Homer's and Tyrtsus' martial Mu(e 
Waken'd the, world, and (bunded loud alanns. 
To verfe we oi^-e.the iacred oracles^ 
And our heft preoepts of morality ; 
Some have by verfe obtained the love of kings, 
(Who, With the Mufes, eafe theii weary'd minds] 
Then blufh not, noble Pifb, to prote£b 
What gods infpire, and kings delight to hoar. 
Some think that poeu may be fbrm.'d by art. 
Others maintain that Nature makes them.ib ; 
I neither fee what art without a vein. 
Nor wit without the help of art can. do. 
But mutually they crave each other's, aid; 



He that intends fo gmli th* Oljfini^^ l»ntcf 
Muft ufe hifii&if tO hixh^, lieiit» and cold» 
Take leave of wine» alid thtf f6ft fbjrs of Id^ ; 
And no mufician darek jttvfeiid to fldil. 
Without a great ezpinci of time iikd pains ; 
fiut every little bnfy fcribbler nOW 
Sweih with the praifes which bfe gtvei himfetf ; 
And, taking ran6hxary intlie crowd, 
Brags of his impudence, ahd fcoms to mold. 
A wealthy pOCt takes mbtt fains to hirt 
A flattering audience, thart poor tradcfmeti do 
To peffuade cuftortcW to buy thcif goods. 
'Tis hard to find a maft of great eftilte. 
That can diftinguifh flaiterfers from friends. 
Never delude yourfelf, nor read your book 
Before a bfib'd and fawning aitditor. 
For he *11 commend atid feign an cxtaf}', 
Grow pale or weCp, do* any thing to pleale : 
True friends appear lefs movM than counterfeit ; 
As men that truly gritfVe af funerals, 
Arc not fo loud as tfcofe that cry for hire. 
Wi(c were the kings, who never chofe a friend. 
Till with full cups they had unmalk*d his foul. 
And feen the bottom of his decpcft thoughts ; 
You c^not arm yourfelf with too much care 
Againft the fmiles of a defignlng knave. 

Quintilius (if his advice were alk'd) 
Woi "J freely tell you what yOu fhould corre£V, 
Or, if you could not, tid you blot it out. 
And with more care lupply tlie vacancy \ 
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But if he found you food and pbfiinate 

(And apter to defend thtn mend your faults). 

With filence leave you to adt^ibre yourfelf. 

And without rival hug your darling book. , 

The prudent care of an impartial friend 

Will give you notice of each idle line, 

Shew what founds harfh, and what wants ornament. 

Or where it is too laviflily beftow'd ; 

Make you explain all that he finds obfcure. 

And with a ftrift enquiry mark your faults j 

Nor for thefe trifles fear to lofe your love : 

Thofe things which now feem frivolous and (light. 

Will be of a moft ferious confcquence. 

When they have made you once ridiculous. 

A poetafter, in his n^ging fit, 
(Followed and pointed at by fools and boys) 
Is dreaded and profcrib'd by men of fcnfc ; 
They make a lane for the polluted thing, 
And fly as from th' infe6^ion of the plague. 
Or from a man whom, for a jull revenge. 
Fanatic phrenzy fent by heaven purfues. 
If (in the raving of a frantic Mufe) 
And minding more his verfes than his way. 
Any of thefe fliould drop into a well, 
Though he might burft his lungs to call for help. 
No creature would aflift or pity him. 
But feem to think he fell on purpofe in. 
Hear how an old Sicilian poet dy'd } 
Empedoclcs, mad to be thought a god. 
In a cold fit leap'd into JEtna's flames. 

Gi 
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Give poets leave to make themfelves away» 
Why fliould it be a greater fin to kill, .> ' ; 
Than to keep men alive againft their will ? 
Nor W9S this chanjce, but a deliberate choice ; 
For if Empedocles were now reviv*d,' ^ ' 

He would be at his telic once again, ^ 

And his pretenfions to divinity : 
*Tis hard to fay whether for lacrilege, 
Or inceft, or fome more unheard-of q:imc, 
Th« rhyming fiend is (ent into thefe men; 
But they are all mod vifibly pofleft, 
Andy like a baited bear . when he breaks loofe. 
Without diftin6Hon (eize on all they meet j 
None ever fcap^ that came within their reach. 
Sticking like leeches, till they burft with blood, 
Without remorfe infatiably they read, 
And never leave till they have read men dead. 

\* Lord Roscommon's verfes on the « Religio 
'< Laici" are printed in the firft volume of 
Dryden's Poems. 
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A DIALOGUE.^ 

8TREPH0N. 

FL'YTHEE now, fond fool, give o^cri 
Since my heart is gone before. 
To what puipofe ihould I flay ? 
LoYe commands another way, 

'daphne. 
Perjur'd ^xrain, I knew the time 
When diflembling was your crime. 
In pity now employ that art. 
Which firft betiayM, to eafe my heart. 

STaEPHON. 

Women can with j^eafnre feign : 
Men diflcmhk fiiUwithpsuii. 
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What advantage will it prove. 
If I lye, who cannot love ? 

l'*i DAPHNE. <j 

Tell me then the reafon, why 
Love from hearts in love docs fly ? 
Why the bird vhW 'build a heft. 
Where ihe ne'er intends to reft ? 

•; ' .;^ifr jLEPBo'if;^ ,y 

Love, like other little boys. 
Cries for hearts, as they for tojrs : 
Which when gain'd, in childifh play. 
Wantonly are thrown away. 

DAPHNE, 

Still on wing, or on his knees, 
. Xovejdoea nothing hy degkees i ( i 
Bafely flying wlien moft priz*d, 
Meanly fewniog when defp^s'd. 
Flati(|^;ng or ipfulting ever, , , . 
Generox^s and grateful never ; 
All his joy£ are fleeting dre^^^ . ^ ,^ 
All his woes feyere extremes, . . 

*s T R E P H o N. 
Nymph, unjuflTy you inyeigh ; 
Love, like us, onuft Fate obey. . 
Since 'tii Nature's law to change, 
Conftancy alone is flrange. 
See the havens in lightnings breakj 
Next in ftorms of thunder i))eak i 
Till a kind rain from afaDVt 
Makes a calm — To 'tis in love. 



Fl 



Flames begin our fifft Mm(k9- ■ " • ' ■ 
Like meeting thundn- we «iab8^e a; .' 
Then, you knoiv, the (kimcrs that ^1 
Quench the ire, &n4 quia: aU..-i: . 

D A P « W>« 
How flKHiM I thc^uiwers forget) 
'Twas fo pleafant (o be vnen I . . ,. ' 
They kilPiiOf©, I kncrtr ic-w«U, ■ 
I dy'd all the whilp they fell. 
Say at lead >i4ibii Rymph it it,: 
Robs nrf brwd of (b much btifs ^ 
If (he *s fair, I (hall be cas'd, 
Through my ruin you '11 be pleas*d. 

Daphne never was fo fair, 

Strephon, fcarcely, fo ftnccte. 
. Qff94^f iwoceiitj, and fipee. 
Ever pleas'd with only me. 
Mapy ohmos my heart enthral^ '..::■: / 
But there 's one above them all : 
With averiion, ike doe* 6> , 

Tedious, m4^f contovy^. . 

D A, p W N Ju, 
Cn»fil teph^ I I fubnwt, . "> . 

Do what loyq «^ yo^ thiiA fit/: 
Change is fate,^ ^d not, d^figo. . ^ 

Say you would have ftUl b^ minye. 

. . ? ;? n K p .^ Q K- . 
Nymph, I cannqts 'ti« t;o9^ trufl^ 
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Be, by my eatample, wife ; 
Faith to pleafure facrifice. 

DAPHNE. 

Silly fwaini- I'll have you knovr, 
'Twas my pra£tice long ago : 
Whilft you vainly thought me true, 
I was falfe, in fcom of you. 
By my tears, my heart's difguifcy 
I thy love and thee defpife. 
Womankind moro joy dilcovers 
Making fools, than keeping lovers. 



A PASTORAL DIALOG 

BETWEEN 

ALEXIS AND STREPHO 
Written at the Bath in the Year 1674. 

ALEXIS. 

THERE iighs not on the plain 
So loft a (wain as I ; 
Scorch'd up with love, froze with difHain, 
Of killing iweetnefs I complain. 
STREPHO N. 
If 'tis Corinna, die. 
Since firft my dazzled eyes were tfarowii 

On that .bewitching face. 
Like ruin'd birds robb'd of their youBgy 

Lun 
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Lamenting, fri^ued, and. undone, ^ 

I fly from: place to place- \ 

Fram'd by fome cruel powers above. 

So nice ihe is, and fair ; 

None from undoing can remove 

Since all, who are not blind, muft love{ 
Who are not vain, deipair. 

ALEXIS. 

The gods no iboner give a grace. 
But, fond of their own art. 
Severely jealous, ever place, 
To guard the glories of a face, 

A dragon in the heart. 
Proud and ill-natur'd powers they axe. 

Who, poevifh to mankind. 
For their own honour's fake, with care 
Make a Aveet form divinely fair : 

Tlien add a cruel mind. 

STREPHON. 

Since (he *s infenfible of love, 

By honour taught to hate ; 
If we, forc'd by decrees above, 
Muft fimfible to beauty prove. 

How tyrannous is Fate ! 
I to the nymph have never nam'd 

The cauia- of all my pain. 

ALEXIS. 

Such bafhfuinefs may well be blam'd ; 
For, fince to ferve we 're not a(hamM, 
Why fh^uld fhe bluih to reign > 
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S t REPHON. 

But, if her haughty heart dfc^xi^ 

My httittble proffer'd one, 
The juft compailion (he denies, 
I may obtain from others* eyes 5 

HcF» arte not fair alone. 
Devouring flames requh^ new food ; 

My heart 's confun/d almoft : 
New fires BMift kmdfe in her bfood. 
Or mine go* out, and that ''^ as good. 

ALEXIS. 

Would*fl live when love is loft ? 
Be dead before thy paffion dies ; 

For if thou fhouId*ft furvive, 
What anguifh would thy heart furprizc. 
To fee her f!^ames begin to nfe. 

And thine no more alive ? 

STREPHON. 

Rather what plcafurc (hould I meet 

In my triumphant fcorn, 
To fee my tyrant at my feet ; 
While, taught by her, unmov'd I fit 

A tyrant in my turn- 

A L-E X I 8. 
Ungentle Ihepherd ! ccafe, for flieme. 

Which way can you pretend 
To merit Co divine a flame, 
Who to dull life make a mean claim. 

When love is at an end ? 
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As trees arr bf thek bark embcac^d^ 

Love to my ioml doth cltog ; 
Wheik torn b^ ike herd's gitcdjF tafle^ 
The injured! plants feel tfacjr *te dcfac-dp 

They wither in the ^nag-- 
My nffed love wo«ld fboa reekc^ 

'DiSolving into air, 
Should- 1 that nymph ceafc t» admire^ 
Bfefs'd in whoTe armei I will cxpipc, 

Or at her feet ddpair. 



THE ADVICE.^ 

-A LL things fubmit themfelves to your command, 
-^ Fair Caelia, when it does not love withftand : 
Tie power it borrows from your eyes alone j 
^11 but the god, muft yield to, who has none, 
•^ere he not blind, fuch are the charms you have, 
« 'd quit his godhead to become your flave : 
e proud to aft a mortal hero's part, 
nd throw himfelf for fame on his own dart, 
ut fate has othferwife difpos'd of things, 
^ different bands Aibjefted (laves- and kings- : 
Kttcr'd in folios of royal ftate are they, 
liile we enjoy die freedom to obey. 
Kiat fate, like you, rcfifllefs does ordain 
o Loye, that over 'Beauty he fhallreigm- 
' harmony the univerfe does move, 
E)d what 18 liarmony but mutual love > 
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Who would refift an empire fb divine. 
Which uniyerfal nature does enjoin ? 
/See gentle brooks, how quietly they glide, 
J Ki fling the rugged banks on either fide ; 
^ While in their cryfhd ftreams at once they fhow, 
^And with them feed the flowers whidi they beftc 
Though rudely throng'd by a too near embnce. 
In gentle murmurs they keep on their pace 
To the lov'd fea; for ftreams have their defiretj 
Cool as they are, they feel love's powerful fires. 
And with fuch paiBon, that if any force 
Stop or moled them in their amorous couWe, 
They fwcU, break down with rage, and ravage o'o 
The banks they kifs'd, and flowers they fed before. 
Submit then, Caelia, ere you be reduc'd. 
For rebels, vanquifli'd once, arc vilely us'd. 
Beauty 's no more but the dead foil, which Love 
Manures, and docs by wife commerce improve : 
Sailing by fighs, tliiough Teas of tears, he fends 
Counfliips from foreign hearts, for your own ends: 
Cherifli the trade, for as with Indians we 
Get gold and jewels, for our trumpery, 
So to each other, for their ufelefs toys. 
Lovers afibrd whole magazines of joys. 
But, if you 're fond of baubles, be, and ftarve. 
Your gewgaw reputation ftill prc(erve : 
Live upon modcfly and empty fame. 
Foregoing fenfe for a fantaiUc name. 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

CJELlAy that fcuthful fervant you difown, 
Would in obedience keep his love his own : 
But bright ideas, fuch as you infpire, 
We can no more conceal than not admire, 
^y heart at home in my own breaft did dwell, 
Like humble hermit in a peaceful cell : 
Unknown and undifturb*d it refted there^ 
Stranger alike to Hope and to Defpair. 
NTow Love with a tumultuous train invades 
rhe facred quiet of thofe hallowed fhades j 
His fatal flames Ihine out to every eye, | 
Like blazing comets in a winter iky. I 
How can my paffion merit your ofience, 
rhat challenges fo little recompcnce ? 
^or I am one bom only to admire, 
Too humble e'er to hope, fcarce to defire. 
i^ thing, whofe blifs depends upon your will, 
Vho would be proud you'd deign to ufe him ill« 
"*hen give me leave to glory in my chain, 
^y fruitlefs (ighs, and my unpity'd pain, 
••t me but ever love, and ever be 
*^* example of your power and cruelty. 
^ce fo much fcom does ii^ your bread refide, 
^ more indulgent to its mother Pride. 
'^H all you ftrike, and trample on their graves ; 
^t own the fates of your neglected ilaves : 

U VfhffBL 
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When in the ciowd yours undiftinguilh'd lies. 
You give away the triumph of your eyes. 
Perhaps (obtaining this) you *11 think I find 
More mercy, than your anger has de/ign'd : 
But Love has carefully defign'd for roe. 
The lall perfcftion of mifery. 
/por to my ftacc the hopes of common peacte, 
■ Which every wretch enjoys in death, muft ceafej 
J My worft of fates attend me in my grave, 
^ Since, dying, I mufl be no mon your flave^ 



/ 



W O M A N'S HONOUR. 

A SONG. 

I. 

LOVE bid me hope, and I obey'd ; 
Phillis continued ftill unkind : 
Th ^p y ou may e*en defpair, he (aid. 
In vain I llrivc to change her mind. 
II. 
Honour's got in, and keeps l\cr heart, 
TJurft he but venture once abroad. 
In my own right I 'd take your part. 
And ihcw myfeif a mightier god. 
III. 
This hufEng Honour domineers 

In brca fts^ where j jfi alone Aa^ placft^ 
But if true generous Love appears. 
The hedtor dares not IhewTiis face. 

IV. I^ 
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IV. 

Let me dill languiih and complain^ 
Be moft inhumaidy deny'd : 

-iSRecanTuTve none with all her pride. 
V. 
I fall a facrifice to Love, 

She lives a wretch for Honour's fake, 
Whofe tyrant does moft cruel prove, 

The difference is not hard to make, 
VI. 
Confider Real Honour then. 

You'll find hers cannot be the fame j 
'Tis n6ble confidence in men, 

In women mean mittruflful fhame« 
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GRECIAN KINDNESS. 
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THE utmcfft grace the Greeks could {lle^VJ 
Wl|pn to the Trojans they grew kind, 
Was with their arms to let them go. 

And leavp their lingering wives behind. 
They beat the men, and burnt the town 5 
Then all the baggage was their own. • 

IL 
There the kind deity of wine 

Kifs'd the foft wanton god of love % 
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This clapp'd his wings, that prefs'd his vine; 

And their beft powers united nxm. 
While each brave Greek embrac'd his pimk> 
LuU'd her afleep, and then grew drunk. 

THE MISTRESS. 
A SONG. 



A N age, in her embraces paft, 
•*• ^ Would fecm a winter's day ; . 
Where life and light, with envious bafte. 
Are torn and (iiatchM away. 
II. 
But, oh f how flowly minutes roll. 

When abient from her eyes j 
That fed my love, which is my foul. 
It languiihcs and dies. 
III. 
For then, no more a foul but (hade. 

It mournfully docs move ; 
And haunts my breaft, by abfence midc 
The living tomb of love. 
IV. 
You wiler men dcfpife me not ; 
Whofc love-fick fancy raves. 
On fliadcs of fouls, and heaven knows what i 
Short ages live in graves. 

V. Wh« 
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V. 

Whene'er thofe wounding eyes, fo full 

Of fweetnefs you did fee. 
Had you not been profoundly dully 

You had gone mad like me. 
VI. 
I^or cenfure us, you who perceive 

My beft-belov'd and me, 
Sigh and lament, complain and grieve, 

You think we difagree. 

VII. >/ 
Alas ! 'tis facred jealoufy. 

Love rais'd to an extreme j 
*rhe only proof, 'twixt them and me. 

We love, and do not dream. 
VIII. 
Fantaflic fancies fondly move, 

And in frail joys believe : 
Taking falfe pleafurc for true love ; 

But pain can ne'er deceive. 

IX* 

Kind jealous doubts, tormenting fears, 

And anxious cares, when pall. 
Prove our heart's treafure fix'd and dear, 

And make us blefs'd at laft^ 
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A S O N G. "^ 

I. 

A B SENT from thee I languilh -ftill ; 

-*^ Then aik mc not, When I return ? . 

The ftraying fool 't will plainly kill. 

To wifh all day, all night to mourn. 

II. 

Dear, from thine arms then let me fly. 

That my fantaftic mind may prove 
The torments it dcfcrves to try, 

Tliat tears my fix'd heart from my love* 

r "^- 

I When wearied with a world of woe 

To thy fafe bofom I retire, 
. Where luve, and peace, and truth, docs floW| 
' May I contented there expire ! 

IV. 
Lefl, once more wandering from that heaven, 

I fall on fome bafc heart unblcft ; 
Faithlcfs to thee, falfe, ttnforgiven. 
And lofc my evcrlafting reft. 

A SONG. 

I. 
"P HILL IS, be gentler, I advife, 
•*■ Make up for time mif-fpent. 
When beauty on its death-bed lies, 
'Tis liigh time to repent. 

11. 



II. 
Such is the maUce of your fate) 

That makes. you old fo foon ; 
Tour pleafure ever coiaes too late> 

How early e'er begun^ 
III. 
Think what a wretched thing is flic, , . 

Whofe ftars contrive, in ijpight. 
The morning of her love fliould be 

Her fading beauty's night. 
IV. 
Then if, to make your ruin more, 

You *li pccvilhly be coy. 
Die with the fcandal of a whore. 

And never know the joy. 

TO COklNNA* 

... I * ' 
A S O N a 

I. 

\TT H AT cruel pains Corinna takes, 

^^ Th) force that harmlefs frown ; 
When not one charm her face foriakcs. 
Love cannot Idfe his own. 
II. 
So fweet a face, ib ^ft a heart. 

Such eyes fo very kind. 
Betray, alas ! the filly arr 
Viitue had ill defign'd. 

U4 1X1. ^^« 
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III. 
Poor feeble tyrant I who in Tain 

Would proudly take upon her, 
Againft kind Nature to maintain 

AScQted rules of honour. 
IV. 
The fcom Ihe bears fo helplefs proves^ 

When I plead paffion to her. 
That much ihe fears (but more fhe loves) 

Her vaflal ihould undo her. 



LOVE AND LIFE. 
A SONG. 

I. 

ALL my pad life is piine no more. 
The flying hours are gone : 
Like tranfitory dreams given o'er, 
Whofe images are kept in ftore 
By memory alone^ 
II. 
The time that is to come is not ; 

How can it then be mine ? 
The prcfent moment *9 all my lot ; 
And that^ as faft as it is goty 
Phillisy is only t;^e.\ 

IIL' 
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III. 
Then talk not of inconftancyy 

Falie hearts, and broken vowt 1 
If I, by miracle, can be 
This live-long minute true to thee, 
11 that heaven allows, 

SONG. 



TTTHILE on thofc lovely looks I gaze, 
^^ To fee a wretch purfuing. 
In raptures of a blefs*d amaze. 

His pleaiing happy ruin ; 
*Ti8 not for pity that I move ; 

His fate is too afpiring, 
Whofe heart, broke with a load of love. 

Dies wiihing and admiring. 
II. 
But if this murder you 'd forego, 

Your (lave from death removing; 
Let me your art of charming know. 

Or learn you mine of loving. 
But, whether life or death betide. 

In love 'tis equal meafure ; 
The vidor lives with empty pride. 

The ?uiquiih*d die with pleafure. 



A SONG* 
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A SONG. 

I. 
'T'O this moment a rebel, I throw down my an 
-*■ Great Love, at firft fight of Oli nda' s bright cha 
Made proud and fccure by fuch forces as thcfe, 
You may now play the tyrant as foon as you plcai 

II. 
When innocence, beauty, and wit, do con(pire 
To betray, and engage, and inflame my defire j 
Why Ihould I decline what I cannot avoid. 
And let pleafing hope by bafc fear be dellroy'd ? 

III. 
Her innocence cannot contri\'C to undo me, 
Her beauty 's inclin'd, or why ihould it purfue m 
And wit has to plcafure been ever a friend ; 
Tlien what room for defpair, fincc delight is Love's 

IV. 
There can be no danger in fweetnefs and youth, 
Where love is fecur'd by good-nature and truth. 
On her beauty I '11 gaze, and of plcafurc complai 
While eveiy kind look, adds a link to my chain* 

V. 
'Tis more to maintain, than it was to fuipriuy 
But her wit leads in triumph the (lave of her ejTJ 
I beheld, with the lofs of my freedom before ; 
But, hearing, for ever mull fcne and adore. 



VI. 
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VI. 

3 bright is my goddefs, her temple too weak : 
ire, divine image I I feel my hieart break, 
p. Love ; I difiblye in a rapture of chajrms, 
the thought of thofe joys I fhould meet in her arms. 



ON HIS LEAVING HIS MISTRESS. 



I. 

IS not that I am weary grown 
Of being yours, and yours alone : 
with what face can I incline 
damn you to be only mine : 
I, whom fome kinder power did faihion^ 
merit, and by inclination, 
; joy at leaft of a whole nation ? 

II. 
meaner fpiritsof your fex, 
h humble aims their thoughts perplex : 
I boaft, if, by their arts, they can 
trive to make one happy man. 
lie, mov'd by an imparrial fenfe, 
>ursy like Nature, you diljpenfc, 
h univerfal influence. 



} 
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UPON 
DRINKI NG I N A B 

I. 

VU L C A Ny contrive me fuch a cup 
As Neftor us'd of old ; 
Shew all thy (kill to trim it up, 
Damafk it round with gold. 
II. 
Make it To large, that, filPd with lack 

Up to the fwelling brim, 
Vaft toails on the delicious lake. 
Like ihips at fea, may fwim, 
III. 
Engrave not battle on his cheek ; 
With war I 've nought to do $ 
J 'm none of thofe that took Mxftrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 
IV. 
htt it no name of planets tell, 
Fix'd ftars, or conftellations : 
For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor none of his relations* 
V. 
But carve thereon a fpreading vine ; 

Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their limbs in amorous folds nntwine. 
The type cf futur^i lo/s. 



ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 39s 

VI. 
ipid and Bacchus my faints are. 
May drink and love ftill reign ! 
""idi wine I wafli away my cares, 
^nd then to Love again. 

A S O N G. 

I. 

L S Chloris full of harmlefs thoughts 
^ Beneath a willow lay, 
bid Love a youthful fhepherd brought. 
To pai^ the time away. 

IL 
ae bluih'd to be encountered fo. 

And chid the amorous fwain ; 
•ut, as ihe ftrove to rife and go, 

He pull'd her down again. 

in. 

i fudden paifion feizM her heart. 

In fpight of her difdain ; 
he found a pulfe in every part. 

And love in every vein. 
IV. 
Ih, youth I (faid ihe) what charms are thefe. 

That conquer and furprize ? 
Lh ! let me for, unlefs you pleafe, 

J have no power to rife. 
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V. , 

She fainting fpoke, and trembling lay. 

For fear he fhould comply ; 
Her lovely eyes her heart betray. 

And give her tongue the lye. 

VI. 
Thus (he, who princes had denyM^ 

With all their pomp and train. 
Was in the lucky minute try'd, 

And yielded to a fwain. 



A SON 

I. 

/^ I V E me leave to rail at you, 
^^ I alk nothing but my due ; 
To call you falfe, and then to fay 
You (hall not keep my heart a day r 
But, alas ! againft my will, 
I muft be your captive ftill. 
Ah ! be kinder then ; for I 
Cannot change, and would not die. 

II. 

Kindnefs has r efilHef s charms. 
All bcfiJos but weakly move, 
Fiercefl anger it difarms. 
And clips the wings of flying love. 
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Beauty does the heart invade^ 
Kindnefs only can perfoaSe j 
It gilds the lover's ienrtle chaiOy 
And makes the flaves grow pleas 'd agam. 



THE ANSWER. 

I. 

NO TH I N G adds txf your (and (at 
More than fcom, and cold difdain : 
J, to cheriih youc defire, 

Kindnefs us'd, but 'twas in vain. 

II. 
You infilled, on your flave. 

Humble iove you foon refus'd ; 
Hope not then a po^yer to have i 

Which ingloriQuily you us'd. [ 

III. 
Think not, Thyrfis, I will e'er 

By my love my empire lofe ; 
Y6u grow conftant through deipaiTy 

Love PBtum^d you would abufe» 

IV. 
Though you fSll poflefs my heart. 

Scorn and rigour I muft feign : 
Ah ! forgive that only art 

Love has left your love to gain. 
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V. 

You that could my heart fubdue. 

To new conquefts ne'er pretend : 
Let th' example make me true, 

And of a conquered foe a friend. 
VI. 
Then, if e'er I fhould complain 

Of your empire, or my chain, 
Summon all the powerful charms. 

And kill the rebel in your arms. 

CONSTANCY. 
A SONG. 

I. 

T Cannot change, as others do, 
"■- Though you unjuftly fcorn j 
Since that poor Twain that fighs for you. 

For you alone was bom. 
No, Phillis, no, your heart to move 

A furer way I *11 try ; 
And, to revenge my (lighted love, 

Will ilill love on, will (till love on, and die. 
II. 
When, kiU'd with grief, Amyntas lies. 

And you to mind fhall call 
The fighs that now unpity'd rife, 

The tears that vainly fall : 

Thi 
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That welcome hour that ends this fmart. 

Will then begin your pain ; 
For fuch a faithful tender heart 

Cai\, never break, can never break in vain^ 



N 



tiff Y dear miftrefs has a heart 

^^•^ Soft as thofe kind looks flie gave mc> 

A'^hen, with love's refiftlefs art, 

And her eyes, Ihc did eitflavc me^ 
iut her conftancy 's fo weak, 

She *s fo wild and apt to wander, 
Pbat my jealous heart would break,, 

"Should we live one day afunder. 
II. 
belting joys about her move, 

Killing pleafures, wounding blifles r 
►he can drcfs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can wrarm with kifles. 
Angels liilen when ihe fpeaks, 

She '8 my delight, all mankind's wonder ;. 
But my jealous heart would break. 

Should we live oac day afimdcr. 



K \>^'^v 
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A LETTER^ 

From A R T E M I S A in the Town, 
To C L O E in the Country. 

CLOE, by your command in vcrfe I \vritc ; 
Shortly you Ml bid mc ride aftride and fight : 
Such talents better whh our fex agree. 
Than lofty flights of dangerous poetry. 
Among the men, I mean the men of wit, 
(At leaft they pafs'd for fuch before they writ) 
How many bold adventurers for the bays, 
Proudly defigning large returns of praiie ; 
Wlio durft that ftormy pathlefs world explore. 
Were foon dafhM back, andwreckMon the dull fhocCi 
Broke of that little ftock they had before ! 
How would a woman's tottering barque be toft. 
Where ftouteft fliips (the men of wit) arc loft I 
When I reflect on this, I ftraight grow wife. 
And my own felf I gravely thus advifc : 

Dear Artcmifa ! poetry 's a fnarc ; 
Bedlam has many manfions, have a care ; 
Your Mufe diverts you, makes the reader fad ; 
You think yourfclf infpir'd, he thinks you mad. 
Confider too, 'twill be difcreetly done. 
To make yo-arfclf the fiddle of the town. 
To find th* ill-humour'd pleafure at their need f 
C\iinM when you fail, and fcora'd when you fuccccJ. 

Thu- 
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like an arrant >X'oinan as I am, 
ner well convinc'd writing *s a fhame, 
Vhore is fcarce a more reproachful name 

Poctefs 

len that marry, or like maids that woo, 
e 'tis th* very worft thing they can do : 
! with the contradi£lion and the fin, 
iks I ftand on thorns till I begin. 
xpe6l to hear, at leaft, ^vhat love has paft 
lewd town, fince you and I faw laft ; 
change htts happened of intrigues, and whether 
d ones laft, and who and who's together.^ 
w, my dearefl Cloe, fhould I fet 
1 to write what I would fain forget ! 
ne that loft thing Love, without a tear, 
3 debauch'd by ill-bred cuftoms here W. 
the moft generous paflion of the mind,*' 
Fteft refuge innocence can find j 
fe dircftor of unguidcd youth, 
t with kind wilhes, and fecur'd by ti-uth j 
3rdiaI-drop heaven in our cup has thrown, 
ce the naufeous draught of life go do\vi[ ; 
ich one only blefling God might raifc. 
Is of Atheifts, fubfidics of praife : 
le did e'er fo dull and ftupid prove, 
t a God, and blefs'd his power, in love : 
ily joy, for which poor we are made, 
'n, like play, to be an arrant trade : 
)ks creep in, and it has got' of late 
ly little cheats and tricks as that \ 

X 1 ^>ax^ 
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. But, what yet more a woman's heart would vex, 
/ *Tis chiefly carry 'd on by our own fex j 
Our filly Itx, who bom, like monarchs, free, 1 

Turn Gipfies for a meaner liberty, . I 

And hate relrraint, though but from infamy : I 

That call whatever is not common nice, ] 

And, deaf to Nature's rule, or Love*s advice, | 
Forfakc the pleafure, to purfue the vice. I J 

To an exaft perfedlion they have brougKit 
The action Love, the paflion is forgot. 
'Tis below wit, they tell you, to adnq^. 
And cv'n without approving they delire : 
Their private wi(h obeys the public voice, 
'Twixt good and bad whimfy decides, not choice : 
Falhionb grow up for tafte, at forms they ftrike. 
They know what they would have, not whsit they like. 
Bovy *s a beauty, if fome few agree "j 

To call him fo, the reft to that degree I 

Affefted are, that with their cais they fee. J 

Where I was vifiting the other night. 
Comes a fmc lady, with her humble knight, 
Who had prevail* d with her, through her own fkiil, 
At his rcqucft, though much againft his will. 

To come to London 

As the coach ftopt, I heard her voice, more loud 
Than a gieat-bclly'd woman's in a croud ; 
Telling the knight, that her affairs require 
He, for fome hours, obfcquioufly retire. 
I think fhe was afham'd he fhould be fcen ; 
Hard fate of hulbands ! the gallant had been. 
Though a difeas'd, ill-favour'd fool, brought i 
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Dilpatch, fays fhc, the bufinefs you pretend. 

Your bcaftly vifit to your drunken friend, 

A bottle ever makes you look fo fine ; 

Methinks I long to finell you (link of wine. • ■ • : 

Your country drinking breath 's enough to kill | 

Sour ale correfted with a lemon-peel. 

Pr'ythee, farewel ; we'll meet again anon : 

The neccflary thing bows, and is gone. 

She flies up ftairs, and all the hafte does Utow 

That fifty antic poftures will allow ; 

And then burfts out— ^-Dca'r madam, am not I 

The ftrangeft, alter'd, creature : let me die, 

I find myfelf ridiculoufly grown, 

Emban-aft with my being out of town : 

Rude and untaught, like any Indian queen. 

My country nakednefs is plainly fcen. 

How is Love govcra'd > Love that rules the ftate ; 

And pray who are the men moft worn of late ? 

When I was marry 'd, fools were a- la-mode, 

Tlie men of wit were thfen held incommode : 

Slow of belief, and fickle in defire. 

Who, ere they '11 be perfuaded, mull enquire. 

As if they came to fpy, and not t* admire : 

With feardiing wifHom, fatal to their eafe. 

They ftill find out why what may Ihould not pleafe j 

Nay, take thcmftlves for injur*d, when we dare 

Make them think better of us than we are ; 

And if wc hide our frailties from their fights, '' 

OH MS deceitful jilts and hypocrites ; - 

X3 They 
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They little gucfs, who at our arts are griev'd. 
The perfeft joy of being well deceiv'd 5 
Inquifitivc as jealous cuckolds grov^ ; 
Rather than not be knowing, they will know 
What, being known, creates tiieir certain woe. 
Women Ihould thefe, of all mankind, avoid» 
Por wonder, by clear knowledge, is deftroy'd. 
Woman, who is an arrant bird of nighty 
Bold in the duik, before a fool's dull fight 
Mud fly, whenReafon brings the glaring light. 
But the kind eafy fool, apt to admire 
Himfelf, trufts us ; his follies all conlpire 
To flatter his, and favour our defire : 
Vain of his proper merit, he with eafe 
Believes we love him beft, who befl: can plcafe ; 
On him our grofs, dull, common flatteries pafs. 
Ever moft happy when moft made an afs ; 
Heavy to apprehend, though all mankind 
Perceive us falfe, the fop liimfelf is blind j 
Who, doating on himfelf——— 
Thinks every one that fees him of his miiid. 

Thefe are true womens men Here, fbrc'd to cealb 

Through want of breath, not will, to hold herpeacc^ 
She to the window runs, where (he had fpy'd 
Her much-efteem'd dear friend, the monkey, ty'd j 
With forty liniles, as many antic bows, 
As if 't had been the lady of the houfe. 
The dirty chattering monfter (he embrac'd. 
And made it this ^e tender fpeech at laft : 

kiii 
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Kifs me, thou curious miniature of man ; 
How odd thou art, how pretty, how japan ! 
Oh ! I could live and die with thee : then on^ 
For half a^i hour, in compliments ihe ran : 
I took this time to think what Nature meant, 
When this mixt thing into the world Ihe fent, 
So very wife, yet fo impeirtinent : 
One that knows every ti^ng that God thought fit. 
Should be an afs through choice, not want of wit; 
Whofe foppery, without the help of fenfc. 
Could ne'er have rofe to fuch an excellence : 
Nature 's as lame in making a true fop 
Asa philofopher ; the very top 
And dignity of folly wp attain 
By ftudioufi fearch and labour of die brain. 
By obfeivation, counfel, and deep thought : 
God never made a coxcomb worth a groat j 
We owf that name to induftry and arts : 
An eminent fool muft be ^ fool of parts, 
And fuch a one was (be, who had turn'd o*er 
As many books as men, Ixxv'd much, read more, 
^Had a difceming wit j to Jher was known 
Every one's fault, or merit, but her own. 
All the good qualities that ever bleft 
A woman fo diftinguifli'd from the reft. 
Except difcrction only, ihe pofTeft. 
But now, mon cher, dear Pug, (he cries, adieu j 
And the difcourfe broke off does thus renew : 

You fmile to fee me, who the world perchance 
Miftakes to have fome wit, fo far advance 

X 4 TV^^ 
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The interefl of fools, that I approve 
Their merit more than men of wit in love j 
But in our lex too many pi-oofs there are 
Of fuch whom wits undo, and fools repair. 
This, in my time, was fo obfcrv'd a rule, 
^Hardly a wench in town but had her fool ; 
The mcaneft common (lut, who long was grown 
The jeft and fcom of every pit bufibon. 
Had yet left charms enough to have fubdued 
Some fop or other, fond to be thought lewd.) 
Fofter could make an Iri(h lord a Nokes, 
And Betty Morris had her city cokes. 
A woman 's ne*er fo ruin*d, but (he can 
Be ftill reveng'd on her undoer, man : 
How loft foc'cr, fhc'U find fome lover more 
A lewd abandoned fool than flie a whore. 
That wretched thing Corinna, who has run 
Through all the feveral ways of being undone : 
CozenM at iirft by love, and living then 
By turning the too-dear-bought cheat on men : 
Gay were the hours, and wing*d with joy they flew^ 
When firft the town her early beauties knew ; 
Courted, adnrir'd, and lovM, with prefents fed. 
Youth in her looks, and pleafure in her bed s 
Till fate, or her ill angel, thought it fit 
To m?ke her doat upon a man of witj 
Who found *twas dull to love above a day. 
Made his ill-natur'd jeft, and went away. 
Now fcom'd of all, forfaken and oppreft, 
She *s a mtmcnto mori to the reft : 

DifcasM, 
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Difeas*d, decayM, to take up .half a crown 
Mull mortgage her long fcarf and mantua gown i 
Poor creature, who, unheard-of, as a fly ' 
In feme dark hole muft all the winter lie. 
And want and dirt endure a whole half-year. 
That for one month ihe tawdry may appear. 
In Eader-term ihe gets her a new gown ; 
When my young mafter's worihip comes tx> town. 
From pedagogue and mother juft iet free, 
The heir and hopes of a great family ; 
Who with ftrong beer and beef the country rules. 
And ever fince the Conquefl have been fools; 
And now, with careful profpeft to maintain 
This character, left eroding of the ftrain 
Should mend the booby breed, his ^ends provide 
A couiin <if his own to be his bride : 

And thus fet out 

With an eftate, no wit, and a young wife, 
The Iblid comforts of a coxcomb's life. 
Dunghill and peaie foribok, he comes to town, 
Turns fpark, learns to be lewd, and is undone ; 
Nothing fuits worfe with vice than want of fenfe, 
Fools are ftill wicked at their own expence. 
This o*cr-grown fchool-boy loft Corinna wins ; 
At the firft daih to make an ais begins : 
Pretends to like a man that has not known 
rhe vanities or vices of the town ; 
Freih is the youth, end faithful in his love, 
Sager of joy^ which he does ieldom prove ; 

Healthful 
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Healthful and (bongy he does no pains endure 
But what the fair-one he adores can cure ; 
Grateful for favours, does the fex efteeniy 
And libels none for being kind to him ; 
Then of the lewdnefs of the town complains. 
Rails at the wits and atheifts, and maintains 
'Tis better than good fenfc, than power or weal 
To have a blood untainted, youth, and health. 
The unbred puppy, who had never fecn 
A creature look fo gay, or talk ib fine. 
Believes, then falls in love, and then in debt; 
Mortgages all, cv*n to the ancient feat. 
To buy his miftrefs a new houfe for life. 
To give her plate and jewels, robs his v^-ife { 
And when to th' height of fondnefs he is grovri 
*Tis time to poifon him, and all *• her own : 
Thus meeting in her common arms his fate, 
ij^', He leaves her badard heir to his eftate ; 

And, as the race of fuch an owl dcfer\'e, 
f His own dull lawful progeay he ftai-vcs. 

Kature (that never made a thing in vain. 
But does each infeft to fome end ordain) 
Wifely provokes kind keeping fools, no dovibc, 
To patch up vices men of wit wear out. 

Thus fhe ran on two hours, ibme grains of 
Still mixt with follies of impertinence. 
But now 'tis time I lliould fome pity ihow 
To Cloe, fince I cannot choofe but know. 
Readers muft reap what duUcft writers fow. 
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By the next poft I will fuch dories tell. 
As, joined toithefe, Ihall to a volume fwell 5 
As true as heaven, noore infamous than hell. 
But you are tir'd, and fo am I. Farewell. 

AN EPISTOLARY ESSAY 
From Lord Rochester to Lord Mulgrave, 

UPON 

THEIR MUTUAL POEMS. 

DEAR 'friend 9 I hear this town does fo abound 
In ^ucy cenfurers, that faults are found 
With what of late we, in poetic rage 
Beftowing, threw away on the dull age. 
But (howfoe'er envy their fpleen may raiie. 
To rob my brows of the defenred bays) 
Their thanks, at leaft, I merit ; fince through me 
They are partakers of your poetry. 
And this is ail I '11 iky in my defence, 
*r' obtaift <Nie line of your well-worded fenfe, 
I '11 be content t* have writ the " Britifh Prince." 
I 'm none of thofe who think themielves inipir'd. 
Nor write with the vain hope to be admir'd j 
But from a rule I have (upon long trial) 
T' avoid with caue all fort of felf-denial. 
Which way foe'er defire and fancy lead, 
(Contemning fame) that path I boldly tread : 
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And if expofing what I take for wit. 

To my dear felf a plcafure I beget. 

No matter though the cenfuring critics fret. 

Thcfc whom my Mufe diijpleafes are at ftrife, 

With equal fplccn, againft my courfe of life ; 

The leaft delight of which I *11 not forego. 

For all the flattering praife man can beftow. 

If I dcfign*d to pleafe, the way were then 

To mend my manners, rather than my pen : 

The firft *s unnatural, therefore unfit j 

And for the fecond I defpair of it, 

Since grace is not fo hard to get as wit : 

Perhaps ill verfcs ought to be confin'd. 

In mere good -breeding, like uniavoury wind. 

Were reading forc'd, I fhould be apt to think. 

Men might no more write fcurvily than ftink. 

I 11 own that you write better than I do. 

But 1 have as much need to write as you. 

In all I write, Ihould fenfe, and wit, and riiyme. 

Fail me at once, yet fomething fo fublime 

Shall (lamp my poem, that the world may ftc. 

It could have been produced by none but me. 

And that 's my end ; for man can wifli no more 

Than fo to write, as none e'er >vrit before 5 

Yet why am I no poet of the times ?, 

I have allufions, (imilies, and rhymes. 

And wit ; or elfe 'tis hard that I alone. 

Of the whole race of mankind, ihould have noB& 

Unequally the partial hand of heaven 

Has all but this one only bleffing given. 
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The world appears like a great family, 
XVhofc lord, opprefs'd wiith pride and poverty^ 
CThat to a few gifat bounty he may fhaw) 
Is fain to ftan'c the numerous train below. 
3 uft fo fcems Providence, as poor and vain, 
iCceping more creatures than it can maintain : 
Here 'tis profufe, and there it meanly faves. 

And for one prince, it makes ten thoufknd flaves. 

In wit alone 't has been magnificent, 

Of which fo juft a ihare to each is fent, 

That the moH avaricious are content. 

For none c*er thought (the due divifion *s fuch) 

His o\vn too little, or his friend's too much. 

Yet moft men (hew, or find, great want of wit, 

Wriring thcmfelves, or judging what is writ. 

But I, who am of fprightly vigour full,. 

Look on mankind as envious and dull. 

Bom to myfclf, I like myfclf alone, 

And muft conclude my judgment good, or none : 

For could my fcnfe be naught, how ihould I knowc 

Whether another man's were good or no ? 

Thus I refolve of my own poetry, 

That 'tis the beft ; and there 's a fame for me* 

If then I *m happy, what docs it advance. 

Whether to merit due, or arrogance ? 

Oh» but the world will take oficnce hereby t 

Why then die world ihall fuffer for 't, not I. 

Did e'er this iaucy world and I agree, 

To let it have its beaftly will on me ? 
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Why ihould my proftituted fenie be drawn. 

To every rule their mufty cuftoms fpaivxi ? 

But men may cenfure you ; 'tis two to oncy 

Whene'er they cenfure, they '11 be in the wrong. 

There 's not a thing on earth, that I can namC| 

So foolifhy and fo falfe, as common fame. 

It calls the courtier knave, the plain-man rude. 

Haughty the grave, and the delightful lewd. 

Impertinent the brifk, morofe the fad. 

Mean the familiar, the referv'd-one mad. 

Poor helplefs woman is not favour'd more. 

She *s a fly hypocrite, or public whore. 

Then who the devil would give this— -to be free 

From th* innocent reproach of infamy ? 

Thcfe things confidcr'd, make me (in defpi^ic 

Of idle rumour) keep at home and write. 



A SATYR 

AGAINST MANKIND. 

WERE I, who to my coft already am 
One of thofe flrange prodigious creaturet iiii% 
A fpirit free, to choofe for my own (hare, \ 

What fort of flcfh and blood I pleas 'd to wear, > 
I 'd be a dog, a monkey, or a bear, J 

Or any thing, but that vain animal. 
Who is fo proud of being rational. 

Tl» 



ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 319 
The fenfes are too grofs, and he *11 contrive 
A fixth, to contradift the other five ; 
And, before certain inftinft, will prefer ^ 

Rcafon, which fifty times for one does err. 
Reafon, an ignis fatuus of the mind. 
Which leaves the light of nature, fenfe, behind : 
Pathlefs and dangerous wandering ways it takes, 
Tllough error's fenny bogs, and thorny brakes ; 
Whilft the mifguided follower climbs with pain 
Mountains of whimfies, hcapt in his own brain : 
Stumbling from thought to thought, falls headlong 

down 
Into Doubt's boundlefs fea, where like to drown 
Bcoks bear him up a while, and make him try 
To fvv'im with bladders of philofophy ; 
In hopes ftill to o'crtake the ikipping light. 
The vapour dances in his dazzled fight, 
Till, fpent, it leaves him to eternal night. 
rhen Old Age and Experience, hand in hand. 
Lead him to Death, and make him undcrftand. 
After a ft-arch fo painful and fo long. 
That all his life he has been in tlie wrong. 
Fluddled in dirt, this reafoning engine lies. 
Who was fo proud, fo witty, and fo wife : 
Pride drew him in, as cheats their bubbles catch, 
And made him venture to be made a wretch : 
His wifdom did his happinefs dcftroy. 
Aiming to knmv the world he fliould enjoy : 
And wit was his vain frivolous pretence. 
Of pleafing others at his. own ^xpence; 
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For wits are treated juft like common whores, 

Firft they 're cnjoy'd, and then kick'd out of doon 

The pleafure pad, a threatening doubt remains. 

That frights th* enjoycr with fucceeding pains. 

Women, and men of wit, are dangerous tools. 

And ever fatal to admiring fools. 

Pleafure allures ; and when the fops efcape, 

'Tis not that tliey are lov'd, but fortunate ; 

And therefore what they fear, at heart they hate. 

But now, mcthinksy feme formal band and beard 

Takes me to talk : come on, Sir, I 'm prepared. 

Then, by your favour, any thing that 's writ, 

Againft this gibing, gbgling knack, call'd Wit, 

jLikes me abundantly ; but you *11 take care. 

Upon this point, not to be too fcvere i 

Perhaps my Mufe were fitter for this part j 

For, I profefs, I can be very fmart 

On wit, which I abhor with all my heart. 

I long to la(h it in ibme fharp cilay. 

But your grand indifcretion bids me ftay. 

And turns my tide of ink another way. 

What rage ferments in your degenerate mind^ 

To make you rail at reafon and mankind ? 

Bleft glorious man, to whom alone kind lieavcn 

An cverlafting foul hath freely given j 

Whom his great Maker took fuch care to make. 

That from himfclf he did the image take^ 

And this fair frame in ibining reafon drcft. 

To dignify his nature above bcaU: 

Rafo 
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Reafon, by whofe aljpiring in^uencc. 

We take a flight beyond matelial fenfe. 

Dive into myftcries, then foaiing pierce 

The flaming limits of the univerfe, 

Search heaven and hell, find out whal 's aftcd there. 

And give the wodd true grounds of hope and fear. 

Hold, mighty man, I cry } all this we know 
From the pathetic pen of Ingelo, 
From Patrick's Pilgrim, Sibb's Soliloquies, 
And 'tis this very reafon I defpife 
This fupematural gift, that ntakcs a mite 
Think he *s the image of the Infinite ; 
Comparing his fliort life, void of all reft. 
To the Eternal and the Ever-bleft : 
This bufy puzzling ftirrfcr tip of xloubt, 
That frames deep myfteries, then finds them out, 
Filling with frantic crowds of thinking fools. 
The reverend bedlams, colleges and ichools. 
Borne on whofe wings, each heavy iot can pierce 
The limits of the boundlefs univerfc. 
So charming ointments make an old witch fly. 
And bear a crippled carcafe through the iky. 
'Tis this exkltcd power, whofe bufincfs lies 
In nonfcDnfe and impoflibilities : 
This made a whimfical philofopher. 
Before the fpacious world his tub prefer ; 
And we have many modem coxcombs, who 
Retire to think, 'caufe they have nought to do. 
But thoughts were given for a£lions* government. 
Where adlion ccafcs, thought *8 impertinent, j 

Y ^v^\ 
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Our fphere of aftion is life's bappineiTs, 
And he that thinks beyond, thinks like an sfs. 
Thus M'hilft againft faJfe rcafoning I inveigh, 
I own right rcafon, which I would obey ; 
That reafon, which diftinguifhes by fenfe. 
And gives us rules of good and ill from thence • 
That bounds defires with a reforming will 
To keep them more in vigour, not to kill : 
Your reafon hinders, mine helps to enjoy. 
Renewing appetites, yours would deftroy. 
My reafon is my friend, yours is a cheat ; 
Hunger calls out, my reafon bids me eat ; 
Pcrverfely yours, your appetite does mock ; 
This afks for food ; that anfwers, what 's a clock ? 
This plain diftin6tion. Sir, your doubt fecures- 
'Tis not true reafon I defpife, but yours. 
Thus I think reafon righted : but for man 
I'll ne'er recant, defend him if you can. 
For all his pride, and his philofophy, 
'Tis evident beafts are, in their degree. 
As wife at Icaft, and better far than he. 
Thofe creatures arc the wi fell, who attain. 
By fureft means, the ends at which they aim. 
If therefore Jowler finds, and kills his hare. 
Better than Meres fupplies committee-cliair • 
Though one *s a ftatefman, th* other but a hound 
Jowler in juflice will be wifer found. 
You fee liow far man's wifdom here extends : 
Look next if human nature makes amends ; 
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Whofc principies arc moSt generous and jnft ;. ■ 
, And to whofe morals yoo would fooaer truft t 

Be judge yourfelf, I *li bring it to the tcft, 
^ Which is the bafeft creature, man or beail : 

Birds feed on birds, beafts on each other prey. 

But favage man alone does man betray* 

Preft by neceflSty, they kill for food ; 

Man undoes man, to do himficlf, no good : 

\^'^ith teeth and claws by nature arai'd, they hun£ 

Nature's allowance, to fupply their want. 

But man, with fmiles, embraces, friend{hips> .pndfe. 

Inhumanly his fellow's life betrays ; 

With voluntary pains works his di^refs j 

Not through neceffity, but wantonnefs. 
■* For hunger or for love, they bite or tear, 

Whilft wTetched man is. dill in arms for feu: : •. 

For fear he arms, and is of arms afraid, 

P'rom fear to fear fucceffively betray M : 
Bafe fear, t!ie fource whence his bcft paflions came. 
His boaftcd honour, and his dear-bought fame : 
The luft of power, to which he 's fuch a Have, 

And for the which alone he dotres be brave ; 
To which his various proje£ls are defign'd, 
Which makes hire generous, affable, and kind $ 
For which he takes fudi pains to be thought wife, 
. Afld fcrews his a^Bons in a forc'd difguifc j 
Leads a m«(l tedious life, in mifery. 
Under laborious, mean hypocrify. 
Look to the bottom of his vaft defign. 
Wherein man^s wifHom, power, and glory join; 

Y a "^N^R- 
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The good he ads, the ill he does endure, 
'Tis all from ficar, to make himfelf feciire. 
Merely for iaficty, after fame ther thirlb ; 
For all men i^'ould be cowaids if thej durft r 
And honefly 's agunft all common (enie ; 
Men muft be knaves ; 'tis in their own defence* 
iVIankind *s diflioneft ; if you think it fair, 
Amongft known cheats, to play upon the iquare. 

You '11 be undone 

Nor can weak truth your reputation (ave ; 
The knaves will all agree to call you knave. 
Wrnng'd fliall he live, infulted o'er, opprell. 
Who dares be lefs a villain than the reft. 
Thus here you ice what human nature craves. 
Mod men are cowards, all men ihould be knaves. 
The difTerence lies, as far as I can (ee. 
Not in the thing itfelf, but the degree ; 
And all the fubjcft-matter of debate, 
h only wiio 's a knave of the firfl rate. 



POSTSCRIPT, 

ALL this with indignation have I hurl'd, 
Ar the pretending part of the proud world. 
Who, fwoln with fclfifh vanity, deviie 
Falfc freedoms, holy cheats, and formal lyes^ 
Over their fcUow-flavcs to tyrannize. 

But if in court fo juft a man there be, 
(In couu a jull man, yet unknown to me) 
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Who does his needful flattery diref^. 
Not .to opprefs and ruin, but prote6l ; 
Since flattery, which way foever laid. 
Is ftili a tax on that unhappy trade 5 
If fo upright a ftatcfman you can find, 
Whofe- pafliions bend to his unbiafs'd mind ; 
Who does his arts and policies apply. 
To raife his country, not his family. 

Is there a mortal who on God relies ? 
Whofe life his faith and do£^ritte juftifies > 
Not one blown up with vain afpiring pride. 
Who, for reproof of fins, does man deride : 
Whofe envious heart with faucy eloquence, 
Dares chide at kings, and rail at men of fenfc : 
Who in his talking vents more pecvifli lyes. 
More bitter railings, fcandals, calumnies, 
Tlian at a goiiiping are thrown about, 
When the good wives drink free, and then fall out. 

None of the lenfual tribe, whofe talents lie 

In avarice, pride, in floth, and gluttony i 

Who hunt preferment, but abhor good lives, 

Whofe luft exalted to that height arrives^ 

They a6t adultery with their own wives ; 

And, ere a fcore of years con^ctcd be, •^ 

Can from the lofty ftage of honour fee, i 

Half a large parifli their own progeny. J 

Nor doating "*™ who would be ador'd. 

For domineering at the council-board, 

A greater fop^ in bufinefs at fourfcore, 

Fonder of feiious toys,, affcdcd more, 

Y 3 ^V^^. 
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Tlian the gay glittering fool at twenty proves, 
With all his noifey his tawdry doaths, and loves. 

But a meek humble man of modcft ienfe. 
Who, preaching peace, does pra£tife continence; 
Whofc pious life 's a proof he jdocs belie\'e 
Myftcrious truths, which no man can conceive. 
If upon earth there dwell fuch godlike men, 
1 '11 here recant my paradox to them ; 
Adore thofe fhrines of virtue, homage pay. 
And, with the thinking world, their laws obey. 
If fuch there are, yet grant me this at lea ft, 
Man differs more from man, than man from. bead. 

THE MAIMED DEBAUCHEE.' 

I. 

A S fome brave admiral, in fomier war 
•^ -*- Depriv'd of force, but preft with courage Sail, 
Two rival fleets appearing from afar. 
Crawls to the top of an adjacent bill : 
II. 
From whence (with thoughts full of concern) heneiM 

The wife and daring condufk of the fight : 
And each bold a£tion to his mind renews 
His prefent glory and his paft delight. 
III. 
From his fierce eyes flafhes of rage he throws , 

As from black clouds when lightning breaka swiff 
Tranfported thinks himfelf amidfl his foei. 
And abfcnt, yet enjoys the bloody day. 

IV. S> 
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ivy . 

So when my days of impotence ^roach* 

And 1 'm by wine and love'$ unlucky chance, - 
Driven from the pleafing billows of debauch, 

0{) the dull fhore of lazy temperance : 
' V. ' 

My pains at laft fome reipitt ftaU afford, 

While I behold th? battles ypiji maintaun ; 
When fleets of glafles fail around the board. 

From whoie broadfides voUies of wit ihall mn. 

VL 

Nor (h^ll the fight of honouriible fears, 

Which my too forward valour did procure, 
Frighten new-lifted foldiers from the wars ; 

Pail joys have more than paid what I endure. 

yii. 

Should Come brave youth (worth ^ing drunk) prove nice^ 

And from his fair inviter m^nly Ihrink, 
'Twould pleafe the ghoft of my departed vice. 

If, at my council, he repent anci^ink. 
VIII. 
Or fhould fome cold-complexion*d fot forbid, 

With his dull morals, our night's brifk alarms; 
I *11 fire his blood, by telling what I did 

Whep I y^a^ibrong, and able tp bear arms. 

ix. ^ ■ 

I *11 tell of whores attacked their lords at home, 
Bawds quarters bcatcpi up,' and fortrefs won ; 

Windows dcmolilh'd,* Wcto overcome, 
And handibme illg by, my tdntrivance done. 

Y 4 ^. ^N\^ 
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X. 

With tales like thefe I will fuch heat infpire. 

As to important mifchief (hall incline ; 
I 'II make him long fome ancieiit church to fire. 

And fear no lewdnefs they *re call'd to by \\-ine. 
XL 
Thus fiatefman-like I '11 fancily impoft. 

And, fafe from danger, valiantly advife ; 
Sheltered in impotence urge you to blows. 

And, being good for nothing elfe, be wife. 

UPON NOTHING. 

I. 

NOTHING r thou elder brodier ev'n to fliade, 
That hadft a being ere the world was made. 
And (well fixt) art alone of ending not afraid. 

IL 
Ere Time and Pla^ were, Time and Place were not. 
When primitive Nothing Something Ibraight begot. 
Then all proceeded from the great united— What» 

III. 
Something, the general attribute of all. 
Severed from thee, its (ble original. 
Into thy boundlefs felf muft undiftinguiih'd {slU, 

IV. 
Tet (bmething did thy mighty power conunand. 
And from thy fruitful emptincfs's hand. 
Snatched men, bcafts| birds^ firc> air, and land. 

V. Matter, 
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V. 
Matter, the v^ickcd'ft offspring of thy race, 
By Form aflifted, *flcw from thy embrace, 
And rebel light bbfcur'd thy reverend duiky face. 

VI. 
With Fonn and Matter, Time and Place did join 5 
Body, thy foe, with thee did leagues combine. 
To Ipoil thy peaceful realm, and ruin all thy line. 

VII. 
But turn-coat Time aflifts the foe in vain, 
And, bribed by thee, affifts thy fhort-liv'd reign, 
And to thy hungry womb drives back thy flaves again* 

VIIT. 
Though myfteries are barr*d from laic eyes. 
And the divine alone, with warrant, pries 
Into thy bofbm, where the truth in private lies : 

IX. 
Yet this of thee the wife may freely fay, 
Thou from the virtuous nothing tak*ft away. 
And to be part with thee the wicked wifely pray, 

X. 
Great Negative ! how vainly would the wife 
Enquire, define, diftinguifh, teach, devifc ? 
Didil thou not ibnd to point their dull philofbphies. 

rx. 

Jj, or is not, the two great ends of Fate, 
And, true or falfe, the fubje£^ of debate. 
That perfe£l or deftroy the vaft dcfigns of Fate ; 

XII. When 
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XII. 

When they have rack'd the politician's bre^ 

Within thy bofom mofl fecurely reft. 

And, when reduced to thee, are leaft uniafe and beft. 

XIII. 
But Nothing, why dpes Something ftill pennity 
That facred monarchs fhould at council fit. 
With perfons highly thought at hcSt for notliing fit? 

XIV. 
Whilft weighty Something modelUy abftains 
From prince*' coffers, and from ftatefiDens* brainsi 
And nothing there like fiately Nothing reigns* 

XV. 
Nothing, who dweU'ft with fools in grave difguife, 
For whom they reverend ihapes and forms deviie, 
Lawn fleeves, and furs, and gowns, when they lib 
thee look wife. 

XVI. 
French truth, Dutch prowefs, Britifli policy, 
Hibernian learning, Scotch civility, 
Spaniards' difpatch, Danes' wit, arc mainly fccn in diet 

XVII. 
The great man's gratitude to lus beft friend. 
Kings' promifes, whores' vows, tow;ardy thee tfaeyboiA 
Flow fwiftly into thcc, and in thee ever end. 
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TRANSLATION 

o P 
SOlVtE LINES IN LUCRETIUS. 



T 



H E Gods, by right of nature, muft poffefs 
An everlafting age of perfeft peace ; 
Far off remov'd from us and our affairs. 
Neither approached by dangers or by cares ; 
Ridi in themfclves, to whom we cannot add ; 
Not pleas'd by gopd deeds, nor provok'd by bad. 



The latter End of the CHORUS of the Second 
Aa of SENECA'S TROAS, Tranflated. 

AFTER Djeath nothing is, and nothing Death* 
The utmoil limits of a gafp of breath. 
Let the ambitious zealot lay afide 
His hope of heaven (whofe faith is but his pride) ; ^ 
Let (laviih ibuls lay by their fear. 
Nor be concem'd which way, or where, 
After this life they fhall be huri'd : 
Dead, we become the lumber of the world. 
And to that mais of n^ter fhall be fwept 
Where things defhroy'd with things unborn are kept ; 
Devouring Time fwallows us whole. 
Impartial Death confounds body and foul. 

For 



332 ROCHESTER'S POEMS* 

For helly and the foul fiend that rules 

The cverlafting fiery gaols , 
Dcvis'd by rogues, dreaded by fools. 
With his grim grifly dog that keeps the door. 

Arc fcniclefs dories, idle tales. 
Dreams, whimfies, and no more. 

TO HIS SACRED MAJEST 

ON HIS 

RESTORATION in the Year i6fto 

VIRTUE'S triumphant fhrine ! who doffeng; 
At once three kingdoms in a pilgrimage ; 
Which in extatic duty flrivc to come 
Out of tlicmfclvcs, as well as from their home ; 
Whilft England grows one camp, and London is 
Jtfclf the nation, not metropolis j 
And loyal Kent renews her arts again. 
Fencing her ways with moving groves of men ; 
Forgive this diibnt homage, which does meet 
Your bleft approach on (cdentary feet j 
And though my youth, not patient yet to bear 
The weight of arms, denies me to appear 
In ftccl before you ; yet, great Sir, approve 
My manly wifhcs, and more vigorotis love ; 
In whom a cold refpe^i were ireafim to 
A father's afhes, greater than to you ; 
Whofe one ambition *t is for to be known. 
By daring loyalty, your Wxlmot's (on. 

Wadh.Coll. RocHVSTi 

1 
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T O H E R 

SACRED MAJESTY THE QUEEN-MOTHER, 

ON the; 

DEATH of MARY, Princefs of Orange. 

RESPITE, great queen, your juft and hafty fears j 
There 's no infe6tion lodges in our tqars. 
Though our unhappy air be ann*d with death. 
Yet fighs have an untainted guikkfs breath. 
Xyh ! flay a while, and teach your equal ikill 
To underftandy and to (upport our ill. 
You that in mighty i^iongs an age have /pent, 
And feem to have out-liv'd cv*n banilhment : 
Whom traitenms mifchief fought its earlicft prcy^ 
When to moft fitcred blood it made its way ; 
And did thereby its black defign impart. 
To take his head, that wounded firft his heart : 
You that unmov'd great Charles's nsin flood. 
When three great nations funk beneath the load ; 
Then a young daughter loft, yet ballam found 
To ftanch that new and frelhly-bleeding wound 3 
And, after this, with fixt and Aeady eyes 
Beheld your noble Gloucefter*s obfequies : 
And then fiiilain*d the royal Princefs' fail ; 
You only can lament her funeral. 
But you will hence remove, and leave behind 
Our fad complaints loft in the empty wind ; 
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Thofc winds that bid you Hay, and loudly roar 

Dcftni£tion, and drive back to the firm fhore j 

Shipwreck to fafety, and the envy Ry 

Of fharing in this fcene of tragedy : 

While ficknefs, from whofe rage you poft away. 

Relents, and only now contrives your ftay 5 

The lately fatal and infe£Uou8 ill 

Courts the fair princcfs, and forgets to kill : 

In vain on fevers curies we difpeni^. 

And vent our paflion's angry eloquence : 

In vain we blaft the minifters of Fate, 

And the forlorn phyficians imprecate ; 

Say they to death new poiibns add and Bxt, 

Murder fecurely for re\vard and hire ; 

Arts baliliiks, that kill whomever they fee. 

And truly write bills of mortality, 

Who, left the bleeding corpfe fiiould them be&syi 

Firft drain tliofc vital fpeaking ftrcams away. 

And will you, by your flight, take part with theft? 

Become yourfclf a third and new difeali: ? 

If they h^c causM our lofs, then {q have you^ 

Who take yourielf and the fair princcfs too : 

For we, deprived, an equal damage have 

When France doth ravilh hence, as when the grave: 

But that your choice th' unkindncfs doth improve, 

And dcrelidion adds to your remove. 

Rochester, of Wadham College. 
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AN EPILOGUE. 

J O M E few, from wit, have this tnie maxim got, 

5 " That t is ftill better to be pleasM thih Hot i'* 

^nd therefore never their own torment plot. 

Vhile the malicidUs Critics itill agree 

'o loath each play they come and pay to (ccr 

'he firft know 'tis a meaner part of fenfe 

"o find a fault, than tafte an excellence : 

'herefore they praife, and ftrive to like, while thele 

ire dully vain of being hard to fdeaie. 

oets and women have an equal right 

^o hate the dull, who, dead tq all delight, 

eel pain alone, and have no joy but fpight. 

fwas impotence did firft this vice begin j 

ools cenfure wit, as old men rail at fin : 

/^ho envy pleafure which they cannot tafte, 

nd, good for nothing, would be wife at laft. 

nee therefore to the women it appears, 

hat all the enemies of wit aie theirs, 

ur poet the dull Iftrd no longer fears. 

/^hate'er his fate may prove, 'twill be his pride 

o ftand or fall with beauty on his fide. H 
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AN ALLUSION 

TO THE 

Tenth Satire of the Firft Book of Horaci. 

TTTELL, Sir, 't is granted ; I faid Drydcn's Ay* 
^^ Were ftolen, unequal, nay dull many tima: 
What foolifh patron is there found of his. 
So blindly partial to deny me this ? 
But that his plays, cmbroider'd up and down 
With wit and learning, juftly pleas 'd the town. 
In the fame paper I as firecly own. 
Yet, having this allowed, the heavy mafs 
That ^ufk up his loofe volumes, muft not pafit 
For by that rule I might as well admit 
Crown's tedious fcencs for poetry and wit. 
'Tis therefore not enough, when your faHe fenle, 
Hits the falfe judgment of an audience 
Of clapping fools aflembling, a vad crowd. 
Till the throng'd playhoufe crack'd with the dull lead i 
Though ev*n that talent merits, in fbme forty 
That can divert the rabble and the court. 
Which blundering Settle never could obtain. 
And puzzling Otway labours at in vain : 
But within due proportion circumfcribc 
Whatever you write, that with a flowing tide 
The ftyle may rife, yet in its rife forbear 
With ufclefs words t' opprcfs the weary'd ear. 

Hat 
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Here be your language lofty> there more light, j 
Your rhetoric with your poetry unite, \ 

Ijor elegance fake, fometimes allay the force 
Of epithets, 'twill fbften the difcourfe : 
•A jeft in fcom points out and hits the thing \ 
More home, than die remdteft fatire's ding* ^ 
Shakefpesue and Jonfon did in this excels I 
And might herein be imitated well, ^ 

Whom refin'd Etherege coi»es not at all. 
But is himfelf a fheer original. 
Nor that flow drudge in fwift Pindaric ftrains, 
Platman, who Cowley inutates widv pains, 
And rides a jaded Mufe, whipt, with loofe reins. 
When Lee makes temperate Scipio fret and rave. 
And Hannibal a whining amorous flave, 
I laugh, and wiih the hot-brain'd fuftian fool 
In Buiby's handa, to be well laih'd at ichooL 
Of all our modem wits, lione feem to me 

, Once to have touch'd upon true comedy. 
But hafty Shadwell, and flow Wychcrley. 
Shadwell's unfihiih'd workfrdo yet impart 

, Great proofs of force of nature, none of art ; 
With juft bold ftrokes he dalhes here and there. 
Showing great maftery with little care. 
Scorning to varnifli his good touches o'er, 
To make the fools and women praife them more. 

But Wycherley cams hard whatever he gains. 

He wants no judgment, and he fpares no psdns : 

He frequently excels, and, at the lead, 

flakes fewer faults than any of the red. 
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Waller, by Nature for the Bays defign'd. 

With force and fire, and fiancy unconfin'd. 

In panegyric does excel mankind. 

He beft can turn, enforce, and foften diings. 

To praifc great conquerors, and flatter kings. 

For pointed fatire I would Buckhurft cfaooie. 

The bed good man, with the worft-natur'd Mule. 

For fongs and verfes mannerly obfcene. 

That can llir Nature up by fprings unieen. 

And, without forcing bluflies, wann the qucci t 

Sediey has that prevailing gentle art. 

That can with a refiftlefs power impart 

The loofefl wiflies to the chafteft heart, 

Raife fuch a confii£V, kindle fuch a fire» 

Betwixt declining virtue and defire. 

Till the poor vanqui(h*d maid diflblvet away, 

In dreams all night, in fighs and tears all day. 

Dryden in vain try'd this nice way of wit ; 

For he, to be a tearing blade, thought fit 

To give the ladies a dry bawdy bob. 

And thus he got the name of poet Squab. 

But to be juft, 't will to his praife be found. 

His excellences more than faults abound i 

Nor dare I from his (acred temples tear 

The laurel, which he beft deferves to wear. 

But does not Dryden find even Jonibn dull } 

Beaumont and Fletcher uncorre6^, and full 

Of lewd lines, as he calls diem > Shakefpcarc's ftrk 

Stiff and affefh^d ? To his own the while 

AUoffial 
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Allowing all the juftice that his pride 
So arrogantly had to thefe deny'd > 
And may not I have leave impartially 
To fearch and cenfure Dryden's works, and try 
If thofe grofs faults his choice pen doth commit 
Proceed from want of judgment, or of wit ? 
Or if his lumpiih £ancy docs refufe 
Spirit and grace to his loofe flattern Mufe ? ^ 
Five himdred verfes every morning writ. 
Prove him no more a poet than a wit : 
Such fcrihbling authors have been ieen before ; 
Muftapha, the I (land Princefs, forty more, 
Were things perhaps composed in half an hour 
To write what may fecurely Hand the teft . 
Of being well read o\'cr thrice at leaft ; 
Oomparc each phrafc, examine every line, 
Weigh every word, and every thouglit refine ; 
Scorn all appiaufe the vile rout can bellow. 
And be content to pleafe thofe few who know. 
Canft thou be fuch a vain millakcn thing, 
To wifli thy works might make a play-houfe ring 
With the unthinking laughter and poor praiie 
Of fops and ladies, fa6lious for thy plays } 
Tlien fend a cunning friend to karn thy doom 
From the fhrewd judges in the drawing-room. 
I 've no ambition on that idle fcore, 
But fay with Betty Morice heretofore. 
When a court lady call'd her Buckley's whore ; 
I pleafe one roan of wit, am proud on't too. 
Let all the coxcombs dance to bed to you. 

Z 2 %\\a\\W 
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Should I be troubled when the Purblind Knight, I 

Who fquints more in his judgmeut than bis fi^, [ 

Picks filly faults, and cenflires what I write ? J 

Or when the poor-fed poets of the town 

For fcabs and coach-room cry my verfes down > 

I loath the rabble ; 'tis enough for roc 

If Sedley, Shadwcll, Shcphard^ Wycheriey, 

Godolphin, Butler, Buckhurft, Buckin^mmy 

And fome few more, whom I omit to name. 

Approve my fcnfe : I count their cenfure fiune. 



Sir Car Scrope, who thought himfelf reflcflri 
on at the latter End of the preceding Po(«i 
publifhed a Poem " In Defence of Satirt," 
which occafioned the folbwing Reply« 

To Sir Car S c jh o p £. 

nn O rack and torture thy unmeaning brainy 
•*• In Satire's praife, to a low untun*d ftrain, 
In thee was moil impertinent and vain. 
When in thy perfon we more clearly fee 
That fatire's of divine authority. 
For God made one on man when he made thee ; 
To fhew there were fome men, as there are apes, 
Fram*d formeer fport, who differ but in ihapcs : 
In thee are all thcfe contradictions join'd. 
That make an afs prodigious and refin'd. 

A luB? 
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A lump deform'd and ihapelefs wert thou born. 
Begot in Love's defpight and Nature's fcorn ; 
And ait grown up .'die moft un^tefil wifht, 
Harfh to the ear, and hideous to the fight ; 
Yet Love *8 thy bufinefs. Beauty thy delight| 
C^urfe on that (illy hour thfit firft infpir'd \ 

Thy madnefs, to pretend to be admir'd 5 
To paint thy grifly face, ta dance, to drefs^ 
And all thofe aukward follies that expre& 
Thy loathfome love, and fildiy daintinefs. 
Who needs wilt be an ugly Beau-Gac^on, 
6pit at, and fhunn'd ^>y every girl in town ; 
"Where dreadfully Love's fcarc-crow tJiou art .plac'd 
To fright the tender flock that long to tafte : 
'VV'hile every coming maid, when you appear. 
Starts' back for fhame^ and fhraight turns chade for fear; 
Tor none fo poor or proftitute have prov*cl, 
Where you made love, t* endure to be belov'd. 
•T were Jabour loft, or elfe I would advife ; 
But thy half-wit will ne'er let thee be wife. 
Half witty, and half mad, and fcarce half brave,^ 
Half honeft (which is very much a knave) 
Made up of all thefe halves, thou canft not pafs 
For any thing intirely, but an Afs. 
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EPILOGUE. 

A S ctiarms are n6nfenfe, nonfenfe feems a charfn, 
•^ ^ Which hearers of all judgment does difarm ; 
¥!oT ibngs and fcenes a double audience bring. 
And doggrel takes, which Smiths in fatin fing. 
Now to machines and a dull roafk you run ; -\ 

We find riiat wk *8 the monfler you would fhun, f 
And by my troth 'tis mod difcreetly done. •/ 

For fince with vice and folly wit is fed. 
Through mercy 'tis moft of you are not dead. 
Players turn puppets now at your defire, •% 

In their mouth 's nonfenfe, in their tail '^s a wire, i 
They fly thcough crowds of clouts and Ihowers of fire. J 
A kind^of iofing Loadum is their game. 
Where the worft writer has the grcateft fame. 
To get vile plays like theirs ihall be our care ; 
But of fuch aukward ad^ors we defpair. 

Falfc taught at firft 

Like bowls ill-biafs'cl, ftill the more they run. 
They Ve further off than when they firft begun.. 
In comedy their un\^igh'd a6lion mark. 
There 's one is fuch a dear familiar fpark. 
He yawns as if he were but half awake, 
And fribbling for free fpeaking does miftakc ; 
Falfc accent and negled^ful a6lion too : 
They have both fo nigh good, yet neither true. 

That 
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That both together, like an ape's mock-facey 
By near refembling man,^ do man difgrace. 
Thorough-pac'd ill a£bors may, perhaps, be cur'd ; 
Half players, like half wits, can't be endur'd. 
Yet theie are they, who durft expoTe the age 
Of the great * wonder of the Engli(h ftage ; 
Whom Nature feem'd to form for your delight. 
And bid him fpcak, as (he bid Shakefpeare write. 
Thofe blades indeed are cripples in their art, 
Mimic his foot, but not his fpeaking part. 
Let them the Traitor or Volpone try, 

Could they 

Rage like Cethegus, or like Caffius die. 
They ne'er had (ent to Paris for fuch fancies. 
As monilers heads and Merry- Andrew's dances. 
With^tftM, perhaps^ -not perifli'd, we appear; 
But they are blighted, and ne^er came to bear. 
Th' old .poets drefs'd your miftrefs Wit before; 
Thele draw you on with an old painted whore. 
And fell, lik,e bawds, patch'd plays for maids twice c 
Yet they may fcorn our houfe and a£tors too. 
Since they have (weU'd fo high to hedor you. 
They cry. Pox o' thcfe Covent-Garden men, 
Damn^them, not one of them but keeps out ten. 
Were they once gone, we for thofc thundering blades 
Should have an audience of fubftantial trades, 
Who love our muzzled boys and tearing fellows, 
My'Lord, great Neptune, and great nephew .^lus. 

* Major Mohuix. 

Z 4 <:^Vss>^ 
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O how tho merry citizen 'b in love 

With • 

Pfychby the goddefs of each field and grove. 
He cries, X faith, methinks 'tis well enough ; 
-But you roar out and cry, 'Tis all damn'd ftuflf ! 
So to their houle the graver fops rcpiair, 
While men of wit find one another here. 



P, R O L O G U 

SPOKEN AT THE 

COURT AT WHITEHALL, 

B X r O 11 E 

KING CHARLES II, 

By the Lady Elizabeth How AB.D. 

'XTTIT has of late took up a trick t* appear 

^ • Unmannerly, or at the beft, fevere : 
And poets fliarc the fete by which we fall. 
When kindly we attempt to pleafe you all. 
'Tis hard your fcom ihould againft fuch prevail, 
Whofe ends are to divert you, though diey fail. 
You men would think it an ill-natur'd jeft. 
Should we laugh at you when you do your beft. 
Then rail not here, though you fee reafon for 't; 
If wit can find itfelf no better ijwrt. 
Wit is a very fooUih thing at court, 

Wit*« 
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Wit's bufinefs is to pkafe, nAitat tD &ight| 
'Tis no wit to be always in the right; 
You '11 find it none, who dare be So tOrnighL 
Few {6 ill-bred will venture to a play. 
To fpy out faults in what we women fay. 
For us, no matter what we ipeak, but how? 

How kindly can we fay 1 hate you no>v ! 

And for the men, if you '11 laugh at them, do ; 
They mind themfelves fo much, they '11 ne'er mind you. 
But why do I defcend to lofe a prayer 
On thofe finall faints in wit? the god (its there ! 

To the KING. 

« 
To you (Great SIR) my raeflage hither tends. 

From Youth and Beauty, your allies and friends ; 

See my credentials written in my face. 

They challenge your proteftion in this place ; 

And hither come with fuch a force of charms, 

As may give check ev'n to your profperous arms. 

Millions of Cupids hovering in the rear, 

Like eagles following fatal troops, appear : 

All waiting for the flaughter which draws nigh, 

•Of thofe bold gazers who this night muft die. 

Nor can you Tcape our foft captivity. 

From which old age alone muft fet you free. 

Then tremble at the fatal confequence. 

Since 'tis well known, for your own part, great Princ 

'Gainft us you ftill have made a weak defeace. 

Be generous and wife, and take our part ; 

Remember we have eyes, and you a heart | 

Elfe 
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Elfe you may find, too late, that we are things 
Born to kill vaifah, and to conquer kings. 
Biit oh to what vain conqueft I pretend ! 
While Love is our conunander, and your friend. 
Our vi£^ory your empire more aflures, 
For Love v/iW ever make the triumph yours. 
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AGAINST IMMODERATE GRIEF, 
to A YOUNG LADY WEEPING. 

Ah ODE in Imitation of CASiMi&Ck 

I. 

COULD mournful iighs, or floods of tears, pyevent 
The illfiy unhappy men kment : 
Could all the anguiih of my mind 
"Remove my cares, or make but Fortune kind ; 
Soon I'd the grateful tribute pay^ 
And weep my troubled thoughts away z 
To wealth and pleafure every figh prefer, 
And more than gems efteem each failing tear. 

II. 
But, (ince infulting cares are moft inclined 
To triumpli o'er th* afflicted mind ; 
Since (ighs can yield us no -relief. 
And tears, like fruitful ihewers, but nouriih grief ; 

ThcA 



35* YALDBN'S POEMS. 
Then ceafe, fair mourner, to complain^ 
Nor lavidi fuch bright ibreams in vain : 
But fHU with chesirful thoughts thy cares beguile. 
And tempt thy better fortunes with a fmiie. 

in. 

The generous mind is by its fufFerings known^ 

Which no afBi£lion tramples down ; 

But when opprcfs'd will upward move. 
Spurn down its clog of cares, and fbar above. 

Thus .the young royal eagle tries 

On the (un-beams his tender eyes, 
And", if he (hrinks not at th' oflbnfive light. 
He '$ then for empire fit, and takes his (baring fliglit. 

IV. 
Though cares alTault thy breaft on every fide, 

Yet bravely ftem th' impetuous tide : 

No tributary tears to fortune pay. 
Nor add to »ny lofs a nobler day ; 

But with kind hopes fupport thy mind. 
And think thy better lot behind : 
Amidil affli^ons let thy ibul be great, 
And fhcw thou dar'ft deferve a better ftate. 

V. 
Then, lovely iBoumer, wipe thofc tears away. 

And cares that urge thee to decay ; 

Like ravenous age thy charms they wafte. 
Wrinkle thy youthful brow, and bloommgbeautiesblaft. 

But keep thy looks and mind iercne. 

All gay without, all calm within ; 
For Fate is aw'd, and adverie fortunes fly 
A chRirful look, and an unconquer'd eye. 

HYMN 
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HYMN TO THE MORNING, 
IN PRAISE OF LIGHT. 

I- 

PARENT of pa;v ! whofc beauteous besuns of ligh^ 
Spring from the darkfome womb of nighty 
And midft their native horrors fhow, 
Like gems adorning of the Negro's brow : 
Not heaven's fair bow can equal thee, - 
In* all its gaudy drapery; y. . 

Thou firft eflay of light, and pledge of day ! 
That ulher'ft in the fun, and i^l prepar'ilit^ waj[, 

ri. 

Rival of Ihade, eternal fpring of light ! 

Thou art the genuine fource of it t 

From thy bright unexhaufted womb. 
The beauteous race of days and feafons come. 

Thy beauty ages cannot wrong, 

But, fpight of time, thou *rt ever young : 
Thou art alone heaven's modeft virgin light, 
Whofe face a veil of blufhes hides from human fight* 

III. 
Like fome fair bride thou rifeft from thy bed, 
And doll around thy luftre fpread ; 
Around the univerfe dHi>enfe 
New life to all, and quickening influence. 

A a Vlv>J». 
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With gloomy fmiles thy rival Night 

Beholds thy glorious dawn of light : 
Not all the wealth ihe view? in mines below 
Can match thy brighter beams, or equi^ luftre fhow« 

IV. 
At thy approach. Nature ere6ls her head. 

The fmiling univerfe is glad ; 

The drowfy earth and feas awake, 
And, firom thy beams, new life and vigour take : 

When thy more chearful rays appear, 

Ev*n giiilt and women ceafe to fear : 
Horror, Delpair, and all the* ions of Night 
Retire before thy beams, knd take dieir hafty flight. 

V. 
To Aee, the grateful Eaft their altars raiiej 

And fing with early hymns thy praifc ; 

Thou doft their happy foil beftow, 
Enrich the heavens above, and earth below : 

Thou rifcft in the fragrant Eaft, 

Like the fair Phoenix from her balmy neft : 
No altar of the gods can equal thine. 
The air 's thy richeft incenfe> the whole land thy ihrine! 

VI. 
But yet thy fading glories foon decay. 

Thine 's but a momentary flay ; 

Too foon thou 'rt ravifh'd from our fight. 
Borne down the fbream of day, dnd overwhclm'd with 
light. 

Thy beams to their own ruin hafle. 

They 're fram'd too cxquifitc to laft ; 

Thine 
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Tiinc is a glorious, but a fliort-liv*d ftate. 
ity fo fair a birth fhould yield fo foon to Fajte ! 

VII. 
;efore th* Almighty Artift fram'd rfie Iky, 

Or gave, the earth its harmony. 

His firft command was for thy light ; 
[e view*d the lovely birth, and bleffed it : 

In purple fwaddling-bands it ftruggling lay^ 

Not yet maturely bright for day ; 
dd Chao? then a.chearfol imile put on> 
Lnd, from thy beauteous form^ did'firil prefage its own. 

VIIK 
Let there be Light !" rfie great Creator fsudy. 

His word the a£tive child obcy'd : 

Night did her teeming womb difclofc ; 
ind then the blulhing Morn, its brighteft offspring, rofe, 

A while.th* Almighty wondering vicw*d,. 

And then himfelf pronounc'd it good r 
With Night," faid hej " divide th* imperial fwty ; 
JitkOM my fiiiUabour art, and thou (halt blefs the Day.' '^ 

HYMN T O D A R K N E S S. 

L. 
rvARKNESS, thou firft great parent of us all, 
^ Thou art ou» great original : 

Since from thy univerfal womb 
►ocs all thou fhad'ft below, thy numerous offspring, 
come. 

A a 2 11. Thy 
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II. 

Thy wondrous birth is ev'n to Time unknown. 

Or, like Eternity, thpu*dft none j 

Whilft Light did its firft being owe 
Unto that awful fhade it dares to rival now. 

III. 
Say, in what diftant region doft thou dwell; 

T6 Reafon inacceflible ? 

From form and duller matter free, 
Thou foar'ft above the reach of man's philofophy. 

IV. 
Involved in thee, we firft receive our breath. 

Thou art our refuge too in death : 

Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 
Where-e'cr our fouls fhall go, to thee our bodies come. 

'•■ ■ • V. 

The filent globe is ftmck with awful fear. 
When thy majeftic (hades appear : 
Thou doft compofe the air and fea. 
And Eiurth a fabbath keeps, iacred to Reft and Thee, 

VI. 
In thy ferener fhades our ghofts delight, 
' And court the umbrage of the Night 5 
In vaults and gloomy caves they ftray. 
But fly the Moming*8 beams, and ftcken at the Day, 

VII. 
Though folid bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brighteft ray admit ; 
No fubftance can thy force repel". 
Thou rdgn'ft in depths below, doft in the centre dwell. 

VIU, The 
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VIII. 

The fparkling gems, and ore in mines below, 
To thee their beauteous luftre owe ; 
Though form'id within the womb of Night, 
Bright as their fire they fliine, with native rays of light. 

IX. 
When thou doft raife thy vienerable head. 
And art in genuine Night auray'd. 
Thy Negro beauties then delight j 
Beauties, like polifli'd jet, with their own darkncfi bright. 

X. 
Thou doft thy fmiles impartially beftow. 
And know'ft no difiference here below t 
All things appear the fame by thee, 
Though Light diftinftion makes, thou giv*ft equality. 

XI. 
Thou, Darknefs, art the lover's kind retreat. 
And doft the nuptial joys compleat ; 
Thou doft infpire them with thy ihade, 
<jiv'ft vigour to the youjth, and warm'ft the yielding maid. 

XII. 
Calm as the blefs*d above the Anchorites dwell. 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell. 
Their minds with heavenly joys are fill'd ; 
The pleafurcs Light deny, thy ihades for ever yifild* 

XIIL 
In eaves of Night, the oracles of old 
Did all their myfteries unfold : 
Darknefs did firft Religion grace, 
Gave terrors to the God, and reverence to :^e place. 

A a 3 If^- 
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XIV. 
When the Almighty did on Horeb ftand. 
Thy fhades inclosed the hallow'd land ; 
In clouds of Night he was array 'd. 
And venerable Darkncfs his pavilion made. 

XV. 
When he appeared arm'd in his power and migh^ 
He veil'd the beatific light ; 
When terrible with majefty, 
In tempefls he gave laws,, and clad himfelf in thee. 

XVI. 
Ere the foundation of the earth was laid. 
Or brighter firmament was made ; 
•Ere matter, time, .oTiplao^ was known. 
Thou, Monarch Darknefs, fwayd'Il thefe fpacious 
realms alone. 

.XVU. 
But, now the Moon <though gay with borrow'd light) 
Invades thy (canty lot of Night : 
By rebel fubjefts thou 'rt betray *d. 
The anarchy of Stars depofe their Monarch Shade. 

XVIII. 
Yet iading 'Light its empire muft refign. 
And Nature's power fubmit to thine : 
An univerfal ruin fhall ere6l thy throne. 
And Fate confirm thy kingdom evermore thy owiu 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

8T7PPOSED TO BE SPOKEN B7 AN EPICURE* 

In Imitation of the Second Chapter of the 
Wisdom of Solomon. 

To the Lord H U N S D O N. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 

'T' HEN will penurious Heaven no more allow ? 
-^ No more on its own darling Man bcilow } 
Is it for this he lord of all appears. 

And his great Maker's image bears ? 
To toil beneath a wretched fbte, 
Opprefs'd with miieries and fate ; 
Beneath his painful burthen groan. 
And in this beaten road of life drudge on ! 
Amidft our labours, we poffefs 
No kind allays of happinefs z 
No foftening joys can call our own^ 
To make this bitter drug go down 1 
Whilil Death an ^eafy conqueft gains. 
And the iniatiate Grave in endlefs triumph reigns. 
With throes and pangs into the world we come. 
The curfe and burthen of the womb : 
Nor wretched to ourfelves alone. 
Our mothers' labours introduce our dwn* 

Aa4 "Vfik. 
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In cries and tears our infancy we wafte, 
ThoTe fadyproph^tic tear^ that flow . 
By inftin6t of bur future woe ; 
And ev'n our dawn of life with forrows OTcr-cafl^ 
Thus we toil out a reftlefs age, 
Each his laborious part mud have, 
Down from, the monarch to the Have, 
Aft o*er this farce of life, then drop beneath the ftagc. 
II. 
From our firft drawing vital breath, 
From our firft ftarting from the womb. 
Until we reach the deftin'd tomb. 
We all are pofting on to the dark goal of death. 
Life, like a cloud that fleets before the ^vind, 
No mark, no kind impreflSon, leaves behind, 

'Tis fcatter'd like the winds that blow, 
Boifterous as them, full as inconftant too. 
That know not whence they come, nor where they go. 
Here we 're detained a while, and then 
Become originals again : 
Time fhall a man to his firft felf reftore. 
And make him intire nothing, all he was before. 
No part of us, nO remnant, ihall furvive ! ' 
And yet we impudently fay, we live : 
No ! we but ebb into ourfelvcs again. 
And only come to be, as we had never been. 

III. 
Say, leamdi Sage, thou that art mighty wife t' 
Unriddle me rfiefe myfteries : 
^ What 1l9 the finil, the vital heat, * 

That our mean frame does animate } 



YALDEN'S POEMS, 3(1 
What is our breath, the breath of man. 
That buoys his nature up, and does ev'n life fuilain E 
Is it not air, an empty fume, 
A fire that does itfelf confume-; 
A warmth that in a heart is bred, 
A lambent flame with heat and motion fed ? 

Extinguifh that, the whole is gone, , 

This boafled fcene of life is done : 
Away the phantom takes its flight, 
Damn'd to a loathibme grave, and an eternal n^ht. 
The foul, th* immortal part we boafl, 
In one confuming minute *s loft ; 
To its firft fource it muft repair. 
Scatter with winds, and flow with common air. 
Whilft the fali'n body, by a fwift decay, 

Refolvesdnto its native clay: 
For duft and aihes are its fecond birth, 
And that incorporates too with its great parent Eartiu 
IV. 
Nor fliall our names our memories furvive, 
Alas, no part of man can live ! 
The empty blafts of fame Ihall die. 
And even thofe nothings tafte mortality. 
In win to future ages we tranfmit 
Heroic a6ts, and monuments of wit : 
In vain we dear-bought honouirs leave. 
To make our aihes gay, and fumiih out a grave* 
Ah, treacherous immortality ! 
For thee our llock'of youtl\we wafte. 
And urge on life, that ebbs jtoo fafi : 

6 "^^ 
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To purchafe thee with blood, the valiant fly ; 
Andy to furvive in fame, the great and glorious dic# 
Lavifh of life, they (quander this eftate. 

And for a poor reverfion wait : 
Bankrupts and mifers to thcmfelvcs they grow. 
Embitter wretched life with toils and woe. 
To hoard up endlefs fame, they know not where or how. 
V. 
Jlh, think, my friends, how fwift the minutes hafte ! 
The prefent day entirely is our own. 
Then feize the blefling ere 'tis gone : 
To-morrow, fatal found ! fince this may be our laft. 
Why do we boaft of years, and fum up days ! 
'Tis Sill imaginary fpace : 
To-day, to-day, is our inheritance, 
*Tis all penurious Fate will give, 
Pofterity '11 to-morrow live. 
Our fons crowd on behind, our children drive us hence* 
With garlands then your temples crown. 
And lie on beds of rofes downt 
Beds of rofcs we *11 prepare. 
Roles that our emblems are; 
A while they flourifli on the bough. 
And drink large draughts of heavenly dew 5 
Like us they fmiie, are young and gay. 
And, like us too, are tenants for a day. 
Since with Night's Wafting breath they vanifh fwift away. 
VI. 
Bring chearful wme, and coftly (Vveets prepaie ? 
'Tis more than frenzy now to fyue : 

Let 
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Let cares and bufincfs wait a while ; 
Old age affords a thinking interval : 
Or, if they muft a longer hearing have. 
Bid them attend below, adjourn into the grave* 

Then gay and fprightly wine produce. 

Wines' that wit and mirth infufe : 

Thaft feed, like oil, th' expiring flame. 
Revive our drooping fouls, and prop this tottering frame. 
That, when the grave our bodies has engrofs'dj 

When virtues ihall forgotten 'lie. 

With all their bodfted piety, 
Honours and titles, like ourfelves, be loft; 
Then our recorded vice fhall flourifli on. 
And our immortal riots be for ever known. 

This, this, is what we ought to do. 
The great defign, the grand affair bdow" ! 
Since bounteous Nature "*s plac'd our Steward here^ 

Then man his grandeur fhould maintain. 

And in excefs of pleafure reign, 
Keep up his diara£):er, and lord of all appear. 



AGAINST ENJOYMENT. 

WE love and hate, as refllefs monarchs fight. 
Who boldly dare invade another's right : 
Yet, when through all the dangerous toils they 've run, 
Ignobly quit the conquefts they have won ; 
Thofe charming hopes, that made them valiant grow, 
Pall'd with Enjoyment, make them cowards now. 

- QiNSSL 
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Our paffions only form our happinefs, 
Hopes ftill enlarge, as fears contraft it lefs : 
Hope with a gaudy proipe£b feeds the eye, 
"Sooths every fenfe., does with each wifh comply { 
But falfe Enjoyment the kind guide deftroys. 
We lofe the paffion in the treacherous joy». 
Like the gay filk-worm, when it pleafes mofl, 
Jn that ungrateful web it fpun, 'tis loft. 

Fruition only cloys the appetite ; 
More docs the conqueft, than the prize delight, e- 
One vi6lory gain'd, another fills the mind. 
Our reftlefs wilhes cannot be confin'd. 
Like boiilerous waves, no fettled bounds they know. 
Fix at no point, but always ebb or flow. 

Who moft expe£ts, enjoys the pleafure moft, 
'Tis rais'd by wilhes, by fruition loft : 
We *re charm'd with diftant views of happinefs. 
But near approaches make the profjpe6l lefs. 
Wiflies, like painted landfcapes, beft delight, 
Whilft diftance recommends them to the light : 
Placed afar oflF, they beautiful appear ; 
But ftiow their courfc and naufeous colours, near* 

Thus the fam'd Midas, when he found his ftore 
Increafmg ftill, and would admit of more, 
With eager arms his fwelling bags he prefs'd j 
And expe£btion only made him blefs'd : 
But, when a boundlefs treafure he en joy 'd, 
And every wilh was with fruition cloy*d : 
Then, damn'd to heaps, and furfeited with ore. 
He curs'd that gold he doated on before. 

THE 
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THE CURSE OF BABYLON. 

Isaiah, Chap. xiii. paraphrafcd, 

A PINDARIC ODE. 

I- ' 

NOW let the fatal banner be dilplay'd ! 
Upon fome Ipfty mountain's top 
Go fet the dreadful .flandard up ! 
And all around the hills the bloody fignals fprcad. 
For, lo, the numerous hofts of heaven appear ! 
Th' embattled legions of the Iky, 
.With all their dread artillery, 
Draw forth in bright array, and mufter in the air. 
Why do the mountains tremble with the noife^ 
And valleys echo back their voice } 
The hills tumultuous grow aad loud. 
The hills that groan beneath the gathering multitude. 
Wide as the poles of heaven's extent. 
So far ' 8 the dreadful fummons (ent : 
Kingdoms ^nd nations at his call appear. 
For ev'n the Lord of Hods commands in peribn thenr, 
II. 
Start from thy lethargy, thou drowfy land. 
Awake, and hear his dread command ! 
Thy black tempeiluous day comes lowering on, 
O fatal light ! O inauipicious hour ! 

Was ever fuch a day before I . 
. So ftain'd with blood; by marks of vengeance known. 
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Nature fliall from her fteady courfe remove. 
The well-fix'd earth be from its bads rent, 
Convullions fliake the firmament ; 
Horror feize all below, confufion reign above*. 
The flars of heaven ihall iicken at the fight. 
Nor ihall the planets yield their light : 
But from the wretched obje6l fly, 
And, like extinguifh'd tapers, quit the darkened iky. 
The rifing fun, as he was confcious too^ 
As he the fatal bufinefs knew, 
A deep, a bloody red (hall'ftain 
And at his early dawn ihalffbr in night again. 

III. 
To the deftroying fword'I'Ve CM, Go forth, 

. Go, fully execute my wrath ! 
Command my hofis> my willing armies lead'; 
For this rebellious* land and all therein fhali bleed. 
They Ijiali not grieve me more, no more tranfgrefs j 

% will confxmie the flubborn race r 
Yet Ifirutes and favages I juftly (pare ; 

Ufelefs is all my vengeance there ; 
Ung^teful man '» the greater monfier far. 
<.On guiltlefs beads I wili the land bcftow^ 

To them th' inheritance (hall go ; 
Thofe elder brothers now ihall lord it here below :: 
And, if fome poor remains efcape behind. 

Some relicks left of loft mankind ; 

Th' aftoniih'd. hcrdte ihall in their cities cry. 

When they behold a man^ Lo, there '5 a prodigy f 

IV. Tl« 
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IV.. 
The Mcdes I caU to my affiftancc here,. 

A people that delight in war ; 
A generous race of men, a nation free 
From vicious eafe and Perfian luxury. 
Silver is defpicable in their eyes. 
Contemned the ufelcfs metal lies : 
Their conquering iron they prefer before. 
The fineft ^Id,. cv'n Ophir's tempting ore. 
By thefe the land ihall be fubdued. 
Abroad their bows fhall overcome, 
Their fwords and flames deftroy at home ; 
For neither fex nor age fhall be exempt from blood, 
^he nobles and the princes of thy ftate 
Shall oa the vi6lor*s triumphs wait : 
And thofe that from- the battle fled 
Shall be, with chains opprcfs'd, in cruel bondage led, 

V. 
I '11 vifit their diftrefs with plagues and mifcries. 
The throes that womens' labours wait, 
Convulfive pangs, and bloody fweat, 
Their beauty fliall confume, and vital fpirits feize. 
The ravifh-*d virgins ihall be borne away. 
And their di(honour*d wives be led 
To the infulting vigor's bed. 
To brutal hifts exposed, to fiiry left a prey. 
Nor ihall the teeming womb a£ford 
Its forming births a refuge from the fword ; 
The fword, that ihall their pangs increafc, 
And all the throes of travail curfe with barrennefs. 

The 
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The infants (hall expire with their firft breath. 

And only live in pangs of death ; 
Live but with early cries to curfe the light, 
Andy at the dawn of life, fet in eternal night* 
VI. 
Ev*n Babylon, adom*d with every grace. 

The beauty of the univerfe : 
Glory of nations ! the Chaldaeans* pride. 
And joy of all th* admiring world befide : 
Thou, Babylon ! before whofe throne 
The empires of the earth fall down 5 
The proftrate nations homage pay. 
And vaflal princes of the world obey : 

Shalt in the duft be trampled low : 
Abjeft and low upon the earth be laid, 
And deep in ruins hide thy ignominious head» 
Thy ftrong amazing walls, whofe impious height 

The clouds conceal from human fight ; 
That proudly now their polilh'd turrets rear. 

Which bright as neighbouring ftars appear, 
Diffufing glories round th* enlighten'd air. 
In' flames fhall downwards to their centre fly. 
And deep within the earth, as their foundations, lie. 
VII. 
Thy beauteous palaces (though now thy pride !) 
Shall be in heaps of afhes hid : . 
In vaft furprizing heaps fhall lie, 
And ev'n their ruins bear the pomp of majefiy. 
No bold inhabitant fhall dare 
Thy ras'd foundatijons to repair : 

N« 
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No pitying hand exalt thy abjeft ftate ; 
No ! to fucceeding times thou mull remain 

An horrid exemplary fcene, 
And lie from age to age ruin'd and defolatc. 
Thy fall 's decreed (amazing turn of fate !} 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched fbite r 
Thou, Babylon, (halt be like Sodom curft, 
Deftroy*d by flames from heaven, and thy more biim- 
VIII. . [ingiuft. 

The day *s at hand, when in thy fruitful foil 
No labourer fliall reap, no mower toU : 
His tent the wandering Arab (hall not fpread^ 

Nor make thy curfed ground his bed ; 
Though faint with travel, though oj^eil with thirft. 
He to his drooping herds fhall cry aloud, 

Taile not of that embittered flood, [curft. 

Tafte not Euphrates' flreams, they 're poifbnous all, and 
The fliepherd to his wandering flocks fliall fay* 

When o'er thy battlements they ftray„ 
When in thy palaces they graze, 
Ah, fly, unhappy flocks ! fly this infefUous place* 
Whilft the fad traveller, that pafles on. 
Shall alk, Lo, where is Babylon I 
And when he has thy finall remainder found. 
Shall fay, I '11 fly from hence, 'tis fure accurfcd ground. 
IX. 
Then fliall the favages and bcafts of prey 
From their deferted mountains hafte away; 
Every obfcene and vulgar beaft 
Shall be to Babylon a gueft t 

B b ^&Rx 
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Her marble roofs, and every cedar room, 
Shall <Jens and caves of Hate to nobler brutes become. 
Thy courts of juftice, and tribunals too, 
(O irony to call them fo !) 
There, where the tyrant and oppreflbr bore 
The fpoils of innocence and blood before ; 
There' (hall the wolf and favage tiger meet. 
And gx%>iag vulture Ihall appear in ftate, 
*I1ierc birds of prey flialf rule, and ravenous bealls begrcat, 
Thofe uncorrupted ihall remain, 
Thofe (hall alone their genuine ufe retain. 
There Violence (hall thrive. Rapine and Fraud (hall 
X. [reign. 

Then fhall the melancholy Satyrs groan. 
O'er their lamented Babylon ; 
And ghofts that glide with horror by. 
To view where their \inbury'd bodies lie, 
With doleful cries fhall fill the air. 
And with amazement ftrike th' affrighted traveller^ 
There the obfcener birds of night. 
Birds that in gloomy fhades delight. 
Shall iblitude enjoy, live undifturb'd by light. 
All the il] omens of the air 
Shall fcream their loud prcfages there. 
But let them all their dire prediftions tell. 
Secure in ills, and fortify'd with woe. 

Heaven (hall in vain its future vengeance fliow : 
For thou art happily infenfible. 

Beneath the reach of miferies fell, 
Thou need'ft no defolation dread, no greater curies fear. 

TO 
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TO MR. CONGREYE. 
AN EPISTOLARY ODE, 1693. 

OCCASIONED BY " THE OLD BACHELOR.'* 
I. 

IJ'AM'D wits and beautijes fhare this common fate, 
**• To lland exposed to public love and hate, 
In every breafl they different paflions raifc. 
At once our envy, and our praifc. 
For when, like you, fome noble youth appears, 
For wit and humour fam'd above his years ; 
Each emulous Mufc, that views the laurel won, 
Muft praifc the worth fb much tranfcends their own. 
And, while his fame they envy, add to his renown. 
But fure, like you, no youth could pleafe. 
Nor at his firft attempt boaft fuch fucccG. : 
Where all mankind have fail'd, you glories won ; 
Triumphant arc in this alone. 
In this, have all the bards of old out-done. 

II. 
Then may 'ft thou rule our ftage in triumph long I 

May*ft thou its injur'd fame revive. 
And matchlcfs proofs of wit and humour give, 
Heforming with thy fcenes, and charming with thy fong ! 
And though a curfe ill-fated wit purfues. 
And waits the fatal dowry of a Mufe j 
Yet may thy rifing fortunes be 
Secure from all the blails of poetry i 

Bb a ^-'^ 
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As thy own laurels flouriftiing appear, 
Unfully*d ftill with cares, nor cloggM with hope and fear? 
As from its wants, be from its vices free. 

From naufeous (^ile flattery ; 
Nor to a patron proftitute thy mind. 
Though like Auguftus great, as fam'd Msceoas kind. 
III. 
Though great in fame ! believe me, generous youth, 
Believe this oft-experienc*d truth. 
Form him thatkhows thy virtues, and admires their wordi. 
Though thou *rt above what vulgar poets fear, 

Truft not th' ungrateful world too far j 
Truft not the fmiles of the inconftant town ; 
Truft not the plaudits of a theatre 
(Which Durfeyfliall with Thee and Dryden fliaie),' 
Nor to a ftage's intereft facrifice thy own. 
Thy genius, that *s for nobler things defign'd. 

May at loofe hours oblige mankind : 
Then, great as is thy fame, thy fortunes raift. 
Join thriving intereft to thy barren bays. 
And teach the world to envy, as thou doft to praife. 
The world, that does like common whores embiacc, 
Injurious ftill to thofe.it does carefs ; 
Injurious as the tainted breath of Fame, 
That blafts a poet's fortunes, while it founds his name. 
IV. 
When firft a Mufe inflames fome youthful breaft. 
Like an unpra£tis'd virgin, ftill ftie *s kind : 
Adom'd with graces then, and beauties bleft. 
She charms the ear with fame, with raptures fills the mind. 

Then 
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Then from ail cares the happy youth is free. 

But thofe of love and poetry : 
Cares, ilill allay'd with pleafing charms. 
That crown the head with bays, with beauty fill the arms. 
But all a woman's frailties foon ihe ihows, . 
Too fbon n flale domeftic creature grows : 
Then, wedded to a Mufe that 's naufeous grown. 
We loath what we en joy, drudge when the plcafure*8 gone. 
For, tempted witli imaginary bays, 
Fed with immortal hopes and empty praiie. 
He fame purfues, that fair and treacherous bait. 
Grows wife when he 's undone, repents when 'tis too late. 
V. 
Small are the trophies of his boafled bays, 
The great man's promife for his flattering toil, , 
Fame in rcverfion, and the public finile, 
All vainer than his hopes, uncertain as his praife. 
'Twas thus in mournful numbers heretofore, 
Negle6led Spenfer did his fate deplore : 
Long did his injur'd Mufe complain, 
Admir'd in midft of wants, and charming ftill in vain. . 
Long did the generous Cowley mourn. 
And long oblig'd the age without return . 
Deny'd what every wretch obtains of Fate, , 
An .humble roof, and an obfcure retreat, 
Condemn'd to needy fame, and to be miferably great. 
Thus did the world thy great fore-fathers ufe^ 

Thus all th' infpir'd bards before . 
Did their hereditary ills deplore ; 
From tuneful Chaucer's down to thy own Drydcn'sMufc. . 
' B b 3 VI- ^«^. 
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VI. 

Yet, pleased with gaudy ruin, youth will on. 

As proud by public fame to be undone ; 

Pleas'd, though he does the worft of labours chuie, 

To ferve a barbarous age, and an ungrateful Mufe. 
Since Dryden's felf, to Wit's great empire bom, 

Whofe genius and exalted name 
Triumph with all the fpoils of Wit and Fame, 

Muft, 'midft the loud applaufe, his barren laurels mourn. 
Ev'n that fam*d man, whom all the world admires. 
Whom every Grace adorns, and Mufe infpires. 
Like the great injured TalTo, fhows 
Triumphant in the midft of woes ; 
In all his wants, majeftic (till appears. 
Charming the age to which he owes his cares. 

And cherifhing that Muie whofe fatal curfe be bears. 

THE INSECT. 

AGAINST BULK. 

*' Ineft fiia gratia parvis.'* 

^TTHERE grcatnefs is to Nature's works deay'd, 
^^ In worth and beauty it is well fupply'd : 
In a iinall ijpace the more perfe6tion 's ihown. 
And wliat is exquifite in little *% done* 
Thus beams, contra£kd in a narrow glafs^ 
To flames convert their larger ufelefs rays. 

Til Nature's finalkft psodu^ (Aeaie the e]pe^ 
Whilft £freater births pais Unregarded by; 

1 U«c 
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Her monfters feem a violence to fight ; 
They 're form'd for terror, u|||^ to delight. 
Thus, when (he nicely frames a piece of art. 
Fine are her ftrokes, and finall in every pait $ 
No labour can ihe boaft more wonderful 
Than to inform an atom with a foul ; 
To animate her little beauteous fly, 
And cloath it in her gaudidt drapery. 

Thus does the little epigram delight. 
And charm u^ with its miniature of wit ; 
Whilft tedious authors give the reader pain, 
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vainj 
When in lefs volumes we rtore pleafurc find. 
And what diverts, ftill beft informs the mind. 

'Tis the fmall infeft looks conreft ^d fair. 
And feems the produ6t of her nicefi care. 
When, weary 'd out with the ibipendous weight 
Of forming prodigies and brutes of fiate ; 
Then ihe the inCeSt frames, her mafter-piece. 
Made for diverfion, and defign'd to pleafe. 

Thus Archimedes, in his cryflal fphere> 
Seem*d to correft the World'* Artificer : 
Whilft the large globe moves round with long dclayi 
His beauteous orbs in nimbler circles play l 
This feem'd the nobler laboui!*of the two, 
Great was the fphera aboite, but fine below^ 

Thus fmalieft things htve a peculiar grace. 
The great w' admire^ but 'tis the little pleafe s 
Then, fince the lead 6} beaudfully fhow, 
B' advis'd in time, my Mufe, and learn to know 
A Poet's lilies ikould be correal and i£^« 

Bb4 -S:^ 
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TO HI* FRIEND 

CAPTAIN Chamberlain, 

In Love with a Lady he had taken in an Algerinc 
Prize at Sea. 

In AUufion to Horace 2 Od. ir. 



'•T' I S no difgrace, brave youth, to own 
-*" By a Fair Slave you are undone : 
Why doft thou blufh to hear that name. 

And flifle thus a generous flame ? 
Did not the fair BrifeYs heretofore 
With powerful charms fubdue ? 
What though a captive, fUU (he bore 
Thofc eyes that freedom could reftorc. 
And make her haughty lord, the proud Achilles, bow. 
II. 
Stem Ajax, though ren'own'd in arms, 
Did yield to bright Tecmefla's charms : 
And all the laurels he had won 
As trophies at her feet were thrown. 
When, beautiful in tears, he view*d the mourning fmir. 
The hcfp felt her power : 
Though great in'camps, and fierce in war. 
Her fofter looks he could not bear, 
Proud to become her flave^ though late her conqueror. 

Ul. Whes 
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III. 

M^en beauty in diftrcfs appears, ' 
An irrefiftlefs charm it bears : 
In every breaft docs pity move, 
Pity, the tendereft part of love. 
Amidft his triumphs great Atrides fucd. 
Unto a weeping maid : 
Though Troy v^ras by his arms fubdued. 
And Greece the bloody trophies viewM, 
Yet at a captive's feet th' imploring vi6br laid. 
IV. 
Think not thy charming maid can be 
Of a bafe flock, and mean degree ; 
Her fhape, her air, her every grace, 
A more than vulgar birth confefs : 
Yes, yes, my friend, with royal blood ihe *s great. 
Sprung from fome monarch's bed ; ' 
Now mourns her family's hard fate. 
Her mighty fall and abjeft ftate, 
And her illuftrious race conceals with noble pride. 
V. 
Ah, think not an ignoble houfe 
Could fuch a heroine produce ; 
Nor think fuch generous fprightly blood 
Could flow from the corrupted crowd ; 
But view her courage, her undaunted mind. 
And foul with virtues crown*d j 
Where dazzling intercft cannot blind. 
Nor youth nor gold admittance And, 
But flill her honour 's fix'd, and virtue keep* its ground. 
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VI. 
View well her great xnajeflic air. 

And modefl: looks divinely fair ; 

Too bright for fancy to improve. 

And worthy of thy nobleft love. 
But yet fufpedl not thy officious friend. 

All jealous thoughts remove; 

Though I with youthful heat commend^ 

For thee I all my wifhes fend. 
And if <he mak^s thee bled, 'tis all I afk of Love ! 

TO MR. WATSON, 

On his Ephemeris of the Celestial Motions 
prcfcnted to Her Majesty. 

' ART, when in full perfeftion, is dcfign'd 
•^^ To pleafe the eye, or to inform the mind : 
This nobler piece performs the double part. 
With graceful beauty and inftruftive art. 
Since the great Archimedes' (pherc was loft. 
The nobleft labour finifh*d it could bead ; 
No generous hand durft that fam*d model trace. 
Which Greece admir*d, and Rome could only praile. 
This you, with greater luftre, have rcftor'd. 
And taught thofe arts we ignorantly adord i 
Motion in full perfe£kion here you 've fhown. 
And what mankind defpair'd to reach, have done. 

In artful frames your heavenly bodies move. 
Scarce brighter in their beauteous orbs above ; 

And 
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And flars, depny'd of all malignant flames, ' 
Here court the eye with more aufpidous beams : 
In graceful order the juft planeu rife. 
And here complete their circles in the flues ; 
Here 's the full -concert of revolving fphetses. 
And heaven in bright efntome appears. 

With charms the ancienu did invade the Moon, 
And from her orb oompell'd her ftmggling doirn ; 
But here 's fhe*s taught a noUer changie bj vou. 
And moves with pride in this bnght fpheic bekw i 
While your celeftial bodies thus I view. 
They give me bright ideas of the true ; 
Infpir'd by them, my thoughts dare npwari move. 
And viiit regions of die bleft above. 

Thus from your hand w^ admire the globe in finafl, 
A copy fair as Its original : 
This labour 's to the whole creatioa juft. 
Second to none, and rival to the firft. 
The artful fpring, like the difltifive ibol. 
Informs the machine, and dired:s die whole ? 
Like Nature's felf, it fills the fpacious tfanmey 
And unconfin'd (ways the fair oibs alone ; 
Th' una£dve parts with awful filenoe wait. 
And from its nod their tirth of motion date : 
Like Chaos, they obey the powerful call. 
Move to its found, and into meafures fall. 
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THE RAPE OF T H E U T I L L A. 

Imitated from the Latin of Famianus Strada. 

THE INTRODUCTORY ARGUMENT. 

Theutilla, a fair young virgin, who, to avoid the 
addreffcs of thofe many admirers her beauty drew 
about her, aflumed the habit of a religious order^ 
and wholly withdrew hcrfelf from the eye and con- 
verfc of the world : but the common report of her 
beauty had fo inflamed Amalis (a young perfon of 
quality) with love, that one night, in a debauch 
of wine, he commands his fervants to force her 
dormitory, and bear pflp, though by violence, the 
lovely votarefs J which having fuccefsfully performed, 
they bring Theutilla to their expe6Hng lord's apart- 
ment, the fcenc of the enfuing Poem. 

SOON as the tyrant her bright form furvey'd. 
He grew inflam'd with the fair captive maid : 
A graceful forrow in her looks fhe bears, 
Lovely with grief, and beautiful in tears j 
Her mein and air refidlefs charms impart. 
Forcing an cafy paflagc to his heart : 
Long he devours her beauties with his eyes. 
While through his glowing veins th' infeftion flies ;' 
Swifter than lightning to his brcaft it came. 
Like that, a fair, but a deflruflivc flame. 

Yet 
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Yet flic,, though in her young and blooming ftate, 
PolTeft a foul, beyond a virgin 's» great ; 
No charms of youth her colder bofom move, 
Chafte wQre her thoughts, and moft averfe to love ^ 
And as fome timorous hind in toils betrayM,. 
Thus in his arms flrove the refiiting maid ; 
Thus did flie combat with his ftri^i: embrace. 
And fpurn'd the guilty caufe «f her difgrace. 
Revenge flie courted, but defpair'd to find 
A ftrength and vigour equal to her mind ,- 
While cjiccks of fliame her willing hands reftrain^ 
Since all a virgin's force is her dUHain : 
Yet her refolves are nobly fix'd to die 
Rather than violate her challity. 
Than, break her vows to heaven^ than blot hcrfame. 
Or foil her beauties with a luftful flame. 

The night from its meridian did decline. 
An hour propitious to the black defign : 
When ileep and reft their peacefuMaws maintain. 
And o'er the globe b' infc£kious filence reign ; 
While. death-like (lumbers every bofom feize. 
Unbend our minds, and weary 'd bodies eafe : 
Now fond Amalis finds his drooping breaft 
Heavy with wine, with amorous cares opprcft ; 
Not all the joys expe£dng lovers feel 
Can from his breaft the drowfy charm repel ; 
In vain from wine his paflion feeks rcdrefs, 
Whofic treacherous force the flame it rais'd betrays : 
Weak and unnerv'd his ufelefs limbs became, 
Bending beneath their ill-fupported frame ; 

6 Vanquifli'4. 
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Vanquiih'd by that repofe from which he fiies^ 
Now (lumbers clofe his unconfenting eyes. 
But fkd ThcBtHfe's cares admit no reft, 
Repofe is banifli'd from her mournful breaft ; 
A faithful guard does injured virtue keep^ 
And from her weary limbs repulfes deep. 
Oft flie reffe£):s with horror on the rape. 
Oft tries each avenue for her efcape ; 
Though ftill repulfe upon repulfe fhe bears. 
And finds no pafiage but for fighs and tears : 
Then, with the wildneis of her foul let looie. 
And all the fury that her wrongs infufe ; 
She weeps,^ Ihc ravey, (he rends her flowing hair. 
Wild in her grief, and raging with defpair,' 
Afiength her reftlefs thoughts an utterance find. 
And vent the amguifli of her labouring mind : 
Whilft all diflfohr^d in calmer tears (he feid, 
" Shall I again be to his arms betray 'd ! 
" Again the toil of loath'd embraces bear, 
** And for fomc blacker (cene of luft prepare ? 
♦* Firft may his bed my guiltlefs grave become, 
** His marble roof my unpolluted tomb ; 
^ Then, juft to honour, and unftain'd in fame, 
** The urn that hides my duft conceals my (hame. 
" Heaven gave me virtue, woman's frail defence, 
** And beauty to mokft that innocence : 
** In vain I call my virtue to my aid, 
** When thus by treacherous beauty I'm betray'd. 
** Yet to this hour my breaft no crime has known, ^ 
*' But, coldly chafte, with virgin brightnefs ihone, V 
*• As now unfully'd by a winter's fun. ^ J- 

"Not 
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^ Not ants, nor ruder force of men prevail'd, 
* My tears found pity, when my language ful'd. 
Oft have theie violated locks been torn. 
And iffjur'd face their fkvage fury borne ; 
Oft have my bloody robes their crimes confeft,. 
And pointed daggers glitter'd at my bread ; 
Yet, free from guilt, I found fbme happier charn^ 
To vanquHh kill, and wildcft rage difarm. 
But ah ! the greateft labour 's yet behind { 
No tears can foften this obdurate mind z 
No prayers inexorable pity move, 
Or guard me from the worft of ruins. Love : 
Though ileep and wine allow this kind reprieve^ 
Yet to the youth they 'H ftrength and fury give ; 
Then, wretched maid ! then think what artifice^ 
What charm, ihall refcue from his nerved embrace ! 
When with fupplies of vigour next he ftorms. 
And every diftate of his luff performs. 
** But you, blcft Power, that own a virgin's name,] 
Proteft my virtue, and defend my fame,^ 
From powerful lull, and the reproach of ihame j 
If I a drift religious life have led. 
Drunk the coldifa-eam, and made the eardimybed I 
If from the world a chaftc reclufe I Hvc, 
Redreis my wrongs, and generous fiiccour give ; 
Allay this raging tempeft of my mind, 
A virgin fhould be to a virgin kind r 
Proftrate with tears front you I beg defence^ 
Or take my life, or guard my innocence.'' 
While thus th*^ aMftcd beauty jpray'd^ ihe ipy^d 
. fatal dagger by Amalis' fide : 
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** This weapon's mine !*' fhe cries, (then gra{p*d it fei 
" And now the luftful tyrant fleeps his laft." 
With eager hand the pointed ftecl fhe draws, 
Ev'n murder pleafes in fo jull a caufe ; 
Nor feaY^, nor dangers, now redftance make,. 
Since honour, life, and dearer fame, 's at Hake. 

Yet in her breaft does kind compaffion plead. 
And fills her foul with horror of the deed ; 
Her fex's tendernefs refumes its place. 
And fpreads in confcious bluihes o'er her face. 
Now, ftung with the remorie of guilt, ihc cries^ 
** Ah, frantic girl, what wild attempt is this ? 
** Think, think, Theutilla, on the murderer's doon 
*' And tremble at a puniftiment to come : 
" Stain not thy virgm hands with guiky blood, 
*'■ And dread to be (b criminally good. 
*' Lay both thy courage and thy weapon down, 
** Nor fly to aids a maid muft blufli to own ; 
** Nor arms, nor valour, with thy fex agree, 
** They wound thy fame, and taint thy modefty." 

Thus different paflions combat in her mind. 
Oft fhe 's to pity, oft to rage inclined : 
Now from her hand the hated weapon 's cail. 
Then feizM again with more impetuous hafle : 
Unfix'd her wifhes, her refolves are vain. 
What fhe attempts, fhe fb^ight rejed^s again ; 
Her looks, the emblems of her thoughts, appear 
Vary'd with rage, with pity, and defpair : 
Alone her fears incline to no extreme, 
Equsdjiy poiz'd betw'at tc^exi^ «3cA ^kaxca* 
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At length, with more prevailing rage poffcft, 
Iler jealous honour ileels her daring breaft : 
The thoughts of injured fame new courage gave. 
And nicer virtue now confirms her brave. 
Then the fam'd Judith her whole mind emph^s^ 
Urges her band, and fboths the ^tat choice r . 
This great example pleas'd, inflam'd by this^ • 
With wild diforder to the youth Ihe flies ; • , 0: 
One hand fhe wreaths withia his flowing hair. 
The other does the ready weapon bear : ■•'•:- 
** Now guide sne (cries) fair Hebrew, now look down,. 
<* And pity labours thou hafl undergoije. 
** Diie6l the hand th^t takes thy path to fame^, 
'* And be propitious to- a virgin*s name^ . 
** Whofe glory ^s but a refuge from her ^ame !^ 
Thus raisM by hopes, and arm'd with courage now. 
She with undaunted looks dire6l:8 the blow : • 
Deep in his breaft jthe fpacious- wound flic made^ 
And to his heart difpatch'd th' unerring blade. 
When their expiring lord the fervants heard, 
Whofe dying groans the. fatal aftdeclar'd. 
Like a fierce torrent, with no bounds they 're ftayM, 
But vent their rage on th^ defencclcfs maid r r 
Kot virtue, youth, nor beauty in diftrefs. 
Can move their favage breafts to tendemcfs :.-. 
But death with horrid torments they prepare,. 
Apd to her fate th' undaunted virgin bear. 
Tortures and death feem lovely in her eyes,. 
Since flie to honour fails a facrifice : 
Amidft h^r'fuflerings, ftill Vier imii^\% ^^"^^ 
Ajid, free from, guilt, (he tdwTwjVv^ o'wV^^ ^'^'^'' 
C c 
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But heaven, that *s Axffering virtue's fuirc leward^ 
Exerts its power, and is itfelf her guard : 
Amalis, confcious of his blacks oflfence, 
3^Jow feels remorfe for her wrong'd innocence ; 
Though now he *s ibruggling in the pangs of death. 
And all life's p^rple'ftceam is ebbing forth : 
Yet, raifiQg up his pdle and- drooping head. 
He recolle^^s his fpirits as they fled, 
And, with his \a£t remains of voice, he iaid, 
'< SIpare the chafle maid, your impious hands refhain, 
" Nor beauty with fuch infolence prophane : 
" Learn by my fete wrong*d innocence. to fpare, 
"-Since injufd virtue's heaven's peculiar care." 

But you, brave virgin, now ;fliall fiand.enrol'd 
Amongil the nobleft heroines of old:: 
Thy fam'd attempt, and cdebrated hand« 
Shall lading trophies of thy glory ftand ; 
And, if my verfe the jufl: reward can givQ, 
Theutilla's name fhall to new ages live. 
Por to thy fex thou haft new honours won. 
And France now boafts a Judith of its own. 

AN X) © JE 

dFO'R ST^ jCJE CILIA'S DAY, :g^^^ 



'OEGIN, and ftrike th*: harmonious lyre ! 
^ Let the loud inftruments prepare . 
To raife our fouls, and charm the e^ 
With joys which nm^c oix\n cMk\».^iv»\ 
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Hark how the wiHing Ifaings obey ! 

To confecrate this happy ^ay. 
Sacred to Mufic, LovCj and bleft Cecilia, 

In lofty numbers, tuneful lays, 
^Ve '11 celebrate the virgm's praife : 
-Her ikilful hand firil taught oaf ftrings to move. 

To her this fiicred art we owe. 

Who firft anticipated heaven below, • 
And play*d theliymns onearfli, that fhe now fings above. 

n. 

IVhat moving charms -each tuneful voice contains, 
Charms that through the willing ear 
A tide of pleafing raptures bear, 

'And, with diffufive joys, run thrilling through our vein*. 
The liftening foul does fympathize. 
And with each vary'd note complies : 
While gay and iprightly airs delight. 
Then free from cares, and unconfin*d, 

Jt takes, in pleating eci^aiies, its flight. 

With mournful founds, a fadder garb it wears^ 
Indulges grief, and gives a loofe to "tears. 

m. 

Mufic 's the language of the bleft, above^ 

No voice but Mufic's can exprefs 

The joys that happy feuls poffefs, 
Kor in jull raptures tell the wondrous power of Love. 

'Tis Nature's diakO^ xlefign'd 

To charm, and to inftru61: the mind. 
Mufic '8 an univer&l goodl 
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That does difpenfe its joys around. 

In all the elet^ance of found. 
To be by men admir'd, by angels underftoocU 

IV. 
Let every reftlefs paffion ceafe to move ! 

And each tumultuous thought obey 

The happy influence of this day. 

For Mufic *s unity and love. 
Mufic 's the foft indulger of the miiid^ 

The kind diverter of our care. 
The fureft refuge mournful grief can find j 
A cofdial to the breaft, and charm to every ear. 
Thus, when the prophet ftruck his tuneful lyre, 

Saul's evil genius did retire : 

In vain were remedies apply *d, 

In vain all other arts were tryM : 
His hand and voice alone the charm could find. 
To heal his body, and compofe his mind. 

V. 
Now let the trumpet's louder voice proclaim 

A folemn jubilee : 
For ever facred let it be. 
To (kilful Jubal's, and Cecilia's name. 

Great Jubal, author of our lays. 
Who firft the hidden charms of mufic found j 

And through their airy paths did trace 

The fecret Iprings of found. 

"When from his hollow chorded flicll 

The foft melodious accents fell. 

With wonder and delight he play'd, 
Whih the harmonious (brings his^ikilful hand obey'd. 

VI. But 
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VI. 

But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 

Improv*d her artful lays : 
When to the organ (he her voice did join. 

In the Almighty's praife ; ' 

Then choirs of liftening angels flood around, 
AdmirM her art, and bleft the heavenly found* 

Her praife alone no tongue can reach. 

But in the ftrains herfelf did teach : 

Then let the voice and lyre combine. 

And in a tuneful concert join j 

For mufic *s her reward and care, 
Above fh' enjoys it, and protefts it here, 

GRAND CHORUS. 
Then Icindly treat this happy day. 
And gcatcful honours to Cecilia pay : 
To her thcfc lov*d harmonious rites belong. 
To her that tunes ourftrings, and dill infpircs our fong. * 

THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 

To a Lady aiking if her Sex was as fenflble of 
that Paffion as Man. 

An AUufion to 
*' O ! quam cruentus Fceminas ftiraulat Dolor !^* 
Seneca, Hercules Octaeus. 

HATragingthoughtstranlportthewoman'sbrcaft, 
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That is with love and jealoufy polTcft t 
More with revenge, than foft deiircs fhe burns, 
Whofe flighted paffion meets no kind tctMrBw^\ 
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That courts the youth with long-negle6led charms^ 
And finds her rival happy in his arms ! 

Dread Scylla's rocks 'tis fafer to engage. 
And trpft a ftorm, than her deftru6tiyc rage : 
Not waves, contending with a boi^lcrous wind. 
Threaten fo loud, as her tcmpefhious mind : 
Por feas grow calm, and raging ilorms abate. 
But moft implacable '» a woman's hate :: 
Tigers and favages Icfs wild appear, 
Tlian that fond wretch abandoned to delpair. 

Such were the tranfports Dejanira felt. 
Stung with a rival's charms, and hufband's- guilt r 
With fuch defpair (he view'd the captive maid, 
Whofe fatal love her Hercules betray 'd ; 
Th' unchafte lole, but divinely fair ! 
In love triumphant, though a ilavc in war 5 
By nature lewd, and form'd for foft delight. 
Gay as the fpring, and fair as beams of light ; 
Whofe blooming youth would wildeft rage difarm>. 
And every eye, but a fierce rival's, charm. 

Fix'd with her grief the royal matron flood, 
When*the fair captive in his arms (lie vicw'd r 
With what regret her beauties ihe furvey'd. 
And curft the power of the too lovely maid. 
That reap'd the joys of her abandon'd bed ! 
Her furious looks with wild diforder glow. 
Looks that her envy and refentment fhow ! 
To blaft that fair detefted form fhe tries. 
And lightning darts from her diflorted eyes. 

Then o'er the palace of falfe Hercules, 
With damour aotd imj^uou^ rage ihe files 1 
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Late a dear witnefs of their mutual flame. 
But now th* unhappy obje£^ of her ihame 5 
Whofe conicious roof can yield her no relief^ 
But with polluted joys upbraids her grief.. 

Nor can the fpacious court contain her now j 
It grows a icene top narrow for her woe, 
Loofe and undreft all day ihc ftrays alone^ . 
Does her abode and lov*d companions fhun. 
In woods complains, and fighs in every grove^ 
The mournful tale of her forfaken love. 
Her thoughts to all th' extremes of frenzy, fly. 
Vary, but cannot cafe Ker mifery : 
Whilft in her looks the lively forms appear. 
Of envy, fondnefs, fury, and dfcfpair. . 

Her rage no conftant face of forrow wears, . 
Oft fcoritful fmiles fuccced loud fighs and tears ,.. 
Oft o'er her face the rifing bluflies fprcad. 
Her glowing eye-balls turn witli fury red :- 
Then pale and wan hcralter'd looks appear. 
Paler than guilt, and drooping with defpair., 
A tide of palRons ebb and flow within. 
And oft fhe fliifts the melancholy fcene : 
Does all th' exccfs of woman's fury fhow,.. 
And yields a large variety of woe. 

Now calm as infants at the mother's breafl^- 
Her grief in fofteft murmurs is expreft : 
She fpeaks the tendereft things that- pity move, 
Kind are her looks, and ianguifliing with love.. 
Then loud 'as ftorms, and raging as the wind, 
She gives a loofe to her diftcmper'd mind.: 

C c 4 ^n;\'^v 
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With fhricks and groans (lie fills the air around. 
And makes the palace her loud griefs refbuhd. 

Wild with her wrongs, (lie like a fury ftrays, » 
A fury, more than wife of Hercules : 
Her motion, looks, and voice, proclaim her woes ; 
While fighs, and broken words, her wilder thought! 
difclofc. 

TO HIS PERJURED MISTRESS. 

" Nox crat, & coelo fulgcbat luna fereno,*' Sec. 

TT was one evening, when the rifing moon 

•■■ Amidft her train of ftars diftinftly (hone ; 

Serene and calm \a^s the inviting night. 

And heaven appeared in ail its luftre bright ; 

When you, Ncccra, you, my perjured fair, 

Did, to abu(e the gods and me, prepare. 

*Twas then you fwore— remember, faithlefs maid. 

With what endearing arts you then bctray'd : 

Remember all the tender things that paft, 

Wh6n round my neck your willing arms were cafL 

The circling ivys, when the oalcs they join. 

Seem loofe, and coy, to thofe fond arms of thine 

Believe, you cry*d, this folemn vow believe. 
The nobleft pledge that Love and I can give 5 
Or, if there 's ought more facred here below, 
Let that confirm my oath to heaven and you. 
If e'er my breaft a guilty flame receives, 
> covets joys but what thy prcfencc gives j 

May 



"^Trr ^wsTf jr-r:* c aw**" .ife r "ar ■zi,:SL. 

So aJBS,. '^ ifPfr.-T-- v-;!! todc 'Ve'SS' hr;^ 
Art nm tp^ mivj euc sssstJir: ^jte liiimr - 

XS'XSSSZ. "ilTiT^Ttl Z ZZTSZ TIFT 'JWi^' OTB2- 

StLI Ms tr ^ i. irr- i:r;£ fi-I aesii v t jL 'r't ~ rrz:?. 

Each WJc^ sai rVTrr, frr sll At t ■ w^ SKcx^ 
El'jde SIT rtrc, erf 1"=: zxsin •aaioDC. 

B'Jt if roT jr ■jcT'i ic-l d&res vet be bn>T, 
Urlcfs I "m foL.d ^f iiiizic, c^zf-rsc'c 3 iUre» 
I v.-ll be d«f to tLsi c:;c?SLi:t:sg: ronii'jf. 
Nor oa dwr haridcs gaze av-^v mv wronj. 
At length I '11 loath «2£h pictiinited grace. 
Kor couit the lca\'ii:gs of a cloy*d embrace t 
But (hew, with manlr rage, my foul 's abo\*e 
The cold returns of thy exhaufted lo\'c. 
Then thou (halt juftly mourn at my dililalny 
Find all thy arts and all thy charms in vaiu : 
Shalt mourn, whilfl I, with nobler flames, purfuo 
Some nymph as fair, though not un juft, as you 5 
Whofc wit and beauty fliall like tliine excel, 
But i^ furpafs in truth, and loving well. 
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But wretched thou, whoe'er my rival art. 
That fondly beads an empire o'er her heart { 
Thou that enjoy 'ft the fair inconftant prize. 
And vainly triumph'il with my vi£^ories ; . 
Unqpvy'd now, o'er all her beauties rove,. 
Enjoy thy ruin, and Neaera's love : 
Though wealth and honours grace thy nobler birth. 
To bribe her love, and fix a wandering faith ; 
Though every grace and every virtue join, 
T' enrich thy mind; and make thy form divine : 
Yet. bled,, with endlefs charms, too foon you '11 prove 
The treacheries of falfe Neaera's love. 
Loft and abandon'd= by th' ungrateful fair. 
Like me you '11. love, be injur'd^ and dcfpair. 
When. left th' unhappy objeft of her fcom. 
Then fliall I fmile to fee the viftor mourn. 
Laugh at thy fate, and triumph in my turn. 

IMITATiaN O-F HORACE. 
BOOK I. ODE XXII. 

** Integer vitae," S:c. 

THE man diat 's uncorrupt, and free from guilt. 
That the remorfe of fecret crimes ne'er felt : 
Whofe breaft was ne*er dfcbaucli*d with (in, . 
But finds ail. calm,, and all at peace within : 
In his integrity fecure. 
He fears no danger, dreads no power : 
Ufelefs are arms for his defence, 
That keeps a* faithful guard of innocence. 

II; Secnre 
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In- 
secure the hippy innocf nt may rove. 

The care of every power abqve ; 

Although. uiiaEm'd'h& wanders o'er 
The treacherou« Libya'! fknds, and faithlef^ ihore : 

Though o'er th' ii)ho%atable bvows 

Of farage Caucafys he goes ; 

Through Africk^^ flames, through Seythia'afnowsy 
Or where HydafjpeS| foo'd for monfltrs, flows*^ 

III.- 
7or as, within an.uofiequented giove^- 

I tun'd my wiping lyre to love. 

With pleafing* amorous thoughts betray *d,. 
Beyond my bounds infenfibly I ftray'd j 

A wolf riiat view'd me fled away. 

He fled from his defencelefs prey ? 

When I invok'd Maria's aid. 
Although unarm'd, the trembling monfler fled. 

IV. 
Not Daunia'^ teeming fanda, nor barbarous ihore. 

E'er fuch a dreadful native bore. 

Nor Africk'a nurfing caves brought forth 
So fierce a beafl> of fuch amazing growth : 

Yet vain did all his fury prove 

Againfl a breall that 's arm'd with love ; « 
Though abfcnt, fair Maria's name '• 

Subdues the fierce, and makes the favage tame, j 

V. 
Commit me now to that abandoned place 

Where chearful light withdraws its laysf 
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No beams on barren nature fmile. 
Nor fruitful winds refrefh th' intemperate foil j 
But tcmpefts, with eternal frofts. 
Still rage around the gloomy coaft : 
Whilft angry Jove infefts the air, 
Andy black wiA clouds, deforms the fullen year* 

VI. 
Or place me now beneath the torrid zone. 
To live a borderer on the fun : 
Send me to fcorching fands, whofe heat 
Guards the deftru£live foil from human feet : 
Yet there I '11 fing Maria's name. 
And fport, uninjur'd, midfl the flame t 
Maria's name ! that will create, ev'n there, 
A milder climate, and more temperate air. 

Patroclus's Requeft to Achilles for his Arms. 

' Imitated from the Beginning of the Sixteenth 
Iliad of Homer. 

Tr\IVINE Achilles, with compaflion mov'd, 
^^ Thus to Patroclus fpake, his bcft-belov'd. 

Why like a tender girl doft thou complain ! 
That drives to reach the mother's brcaft in vain j 
Mourijs by her fide, her knees embraces fad. 
Hangs on her robes, and interrupts her haftc ; 
Yet, when with fondnefs to her arms (he 's rais*d. 
Still mourns and weeps, and will not be appeas'd ! 
Thus my Patroclus in his grief appears, 
Thus like a froward girl profufc of tears. 

From 
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From Fhth^a doft thou mournful tidmgs heaXf 
And to thy friend feme fatal meflage bear ?. 
Thy valiant father (if we fame believe) 
The good Menaetius, he is yet alive : 
Ajid Peleus, though in his declining days, 
Reigns o'er his Myrmidons in health and peace | 
Yet, as their lateft obfcquics. we paid, 
Thou mourn'ft them living, as already dead. 

Or thus with tears the Grecian hoil deplore. 
That with their navy perifh on the ihore j 
And with compaifion their misfortunes view. 
The )ufl rewaifd to guilt and falfehood due ? 
Impartial heav^a avenges thus my wrong; 
Nor fuffers crimes to go unpunifti'd long* 
Reveal thecaufe fo much afflidls thy mind. 
Nor thus conceal thy forrpvvs from thy friend; 
When, gently raifing up his drooping head. 
Thus, with a figh, the fad Patrocius faid. 
Godlike Achilles, Peleus* valiant fon ! 
Of all our chiefs, the greateft in renown ; 
Upbraid not thus th' afflided with their viroes^ 
Nor triumph now the Greeks fuftain fuch lofs t 
To pity let thy geperous bread incline, . • 

And ihow thy mind is like thy birth divine. 
For all the valiant leaders of their hoil. 
Or wounded lie, or are in battle loft, 
Ulyffes great iii arms, and Diomede, . 
Languifli with wounds, and in the navy t>Iced r 
This common fate great Agamemnon fhajres. 
And ftcra Eurypylus, rcnown*d in wars. 
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Whilft powerful drugs th* cxpcrienc'd ardfls try. 
And to their wounds a^ remedies apply : 
Eafing th* afflifted heroes with their &ill, 
Thy breaft alone remains implacable I 

What, will thy fury thus for ever laft f 
Let prefent woes atone forinjurics paft : 
How can thy ifoul retain fuch lafting hate ! 
Thy virtues are as ufelefs as they 're great. 
What injur*d friend from thee ihall hope redreis. 
That -will not aid the Greeks in fuch Aiftrefs ? 
Ufelefs is all the valour that yon boaft, 
Deform'd with rage, with fullen fury loft. 

Could cruelty like thine from Helens come^ 
Or be the offspring of fair Thetis' womb ! 
Thee raging Teas, thee boifterous waves brought fotrii 
And to obdurate rocks thou ow'ft thy birth ! 
Thy ftubbem nature ftill retains their kind. 
So hard thy heart, fo favage is thy mind. 

But, if thy boding breaft admits vof .fear. 
Or dreads what facred oracles declare ! 
What awful Thetis in the courts above 
Received from the unerring mouth of Jove ? 

If fo let me the threatening dangers face. 

And head the warlike fquadrons in thy place : 
Whilft me thy valiant Myrmidons obey. 
We yet may turn the fortune of the day. 
Let me in thy diftinguifh'd arms appear. 
With all thy dreadful equipage of war j 
That when> the Trojans our approaches view. 
Deceived, they ihall retreat^ and think 'tis yoa. 

Thu 
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Thus, from the rage of an infulting hoft, 
* We may retrieve that fame the Greeks hare loft| 
Vigorous and frefli, th' unequal fight renew. 
And from our navy force the drooping foe.; 
' 0*er harafs'd men an eafy conqueft gain. 
And drive the Trojans, to their walls again. 



'On the re-printing MILTON'S Profc Works, 
with his Poems written in his Paradise Lost. 

'HP HJE S E facred lines with wonder we pcrufe, 
■*• And praife the flights of a feraphic Mufe, 
Till thy feditious profe provokes our rage. 
And foils the beauties of thy brighteft page. 
Thus here we feetranfporting fcenes ariie, 
•Heaven's radiant hoik, and' opening paradife ; 
Then trembling view ;the dread abyfs beneath. 
Hell's horrid manfions, and the realms of deaths 

Whilft here;thy bold majeltic numbers rife, 
.And range th' embattled legions of the fkiesp 
^With armies. fiU the azure plains of light. 
And paint the lively terrors of the fight, 
'We own the poet .worthy to rehearfe 
.'Heaven's lafling triumphs in immortal verie e 
But when.thy impious mercenary pen 
-Infults the beft of princes, beft of men, 
(Our admiration turns to juft difdain. 
And we revoke th* iond agplaaie agaiiu 

1 ^^3Mfc 



^ Y A L D E ;N ' S P O E M & 

Like the fall'ii angeU in their happy flate. 
Thou ihar'dft their nature, iniblence, and fate ; 
To harps divine, immortal hymns they fung. 
As fwcet thy voice, as^ f\veet thy lyre was ilnmg» 
As they did rebels- to th' Almighty grow, * 
So thou propjtan'ft his image here below. 
Apoftate bard ! may not thy guilty ghoft, 
Difcover to its own eternal coft. 
That as they heaven, thou paradife hafl lofl ! 



1 



T a 
SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORTH, 

ON THE MINHS, LATE OF SIR CARBSILY PRICE. 

^TT' H AT fpaciouB veins enrich ehc Brttiih foil ;. 
^^ The various ores, and Ikilful miner's toil ; 
How ripening metals lie conccal'd in earth, 
And teeming Nature forms the wondixnis birth; 
My ufeful verfe, the firft, tranfmits to fame. 
In numbers tun'd, and no unhallow'd flame. 

O generous Mackworth f could the Mufe impart 
A labour worthy thy auipicious art ;, 
Like thee fuccecd in paths untrod before. 
And fecret treafures of the land explore. 
Apollo's felf fhould on the labour fmile, 
And Dclphos qyit.for Britain's fruitful iflc. 

Where fair Sabrina flows around the coaft^ 
And aged Dovey in the oceaa 's lol^i 

Her 
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Her lofty brows unconquer'd Britain rears. 
And fenc'd with rocks impregnable appears : 
Which like the well-fix'd bars of nature Ihow, 
T^o guard the treafures fhe conceals below. 
For £arth> diftorted with her pregnant womb, 
Heaves up to give the forming embryo room : 
Hence vaft excrefcences of hills arilc, 
And mountains fwell to a portentous (ize. 
Louring and black the rugged coaft appears, 
Tlie fullen earth a gloomy furface wears ; 
Yet all beneath, deep as the centre, fhines 
With native wealth, and more than India's mines. 
Thus erring Nature her defers fupplies. 
Indulgent oft to what herfons defpife : 
Oft in a rude, unfinifh*d form, we find 
The nobleft treafure of a generous mind. 

Thrice happy land ! from whofe indulgent womb, 
Such unexhaufted (lores of riches come ! 
By heaven belov'd ! form*d by aufpicious fare. 
To be above thy neighbouring nations great ! 
Its golden fands no more Ihall Tagus boall. 
In Dovey's flood his rival'd empire's loft } 
Whofe waters now a nobler fund maintain, 
To humble France, and check the pride of Spain. 
Like Egypt'f Nile the bounte^ous current fhows, 
Difperfmg bleifmgs wherefoe'er it flows ; 
Whofe native treafure *8 able to repair 
The long expences of our Gallic war. 

• The ancient Britons are a hardy race, 
Averfc to luxury, and flothful eafe j 
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Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne'er bow'4^ 
In war unconquer'd, and of freedom proud ; 
With minds refolv'd they lading toils endure^ 
Unmix'd their language, and their manners pure« 
Wifely does Nature fuch an offspring chufe. 
Brave to defend her wealth, and (low to ufe. 
Where thirft of empire ne'er inflames their veins, 
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reigns : 
But, low in mines, they confbnt toils renew. 
And through the earth their branching veins purfue. 
As when (bmc navy on th' Ibeiian coaft, 
Chac'jd by the winds, is in the ocean loft ; 
To Neptune's realms a new ikpply it brings. 
The ftrength deiign'd of European kings : 
Contending divers would the wreck regain. 
And make repriials on the gracing main : 
Wild in purfuit they are endanger*d more. 
Then when they combated the dorms before. 
The miner thus through perils digs his way. 
Equal to theirs, and deeper than the Tea ; 
Drawing, in peftilential fleams, his breath, 
Itelblv'd to conquer, though he combats death, 
light's gloomy realms his pointed Heel invades, 
drhe courts of Pluto, and inf^nal (hades : 
He cuts through mountains, fubterraneous lakes. 
Plying his work, each nervous droke he takes 
Loofens the earth, and the whole cavern (hakes. 
Thus, with his brawny arms, the Cyclops (lands. 
To fonn Jove's lightning with uplifted hands ; 
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The ponderous hammer with a force defcends^ 
Loud as the thunder which his art intends f^ 
And as he ftrikes, with each refiftlefs blow 
The anvil yields, and ^tna groans below. 

Thy fam*d inventions, Mackworth, moft adorn 
The miner's art, and make the beft return : 
Thy ipcedy fails, and ufeful engines, fliow 
A genius richer than the mines below. 
Thoufands of (laves unikill'd Peru maintains; 
The hands tliat labour ftill cxhauft the gains : 
The winds, thy flaves, their ufeful fuccour join. 
Convey thy ore, and labour at thy mine ; 
Inllrufted by thy arts, a power they find 
To vanquifh realms, where once they lay confin'd* 

Downward, my Mufe, dire£t thy ftcepy flight, 
Where fmiling (hades and beauteous realms jnvite; 
I firft of Briti(h bards invoke thee down, 
And (irft with wealth thy graceful temples crown^ 
Through dark retreats purfuethc winding ore. 
Search Nature's depths, and view her boundlefs (lore ; 
The iecrct caufe in tuneful meafures (ing^ 
How metals firft are fram'd, and whence they (pring. 
Whether the a£tive fun, with chemic flames. 
Through porous earth tranflmits his genial beams s 
With lieat impregnating the womb ofnight. 
The offspring (hincs with its paternal light : 
On Britain's i(le propitioufly he (hines. 
With joy defcends, and labours in her mines. 
Or whether, urg'd by fubterraneous flames. 
The earth ferments, and flows in liquid dreams ; 

D d 2 'S>i\^^ 
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Purg'd from their drofs, the nobler parts refine. 

Receive newforms, and with frefli beauties fliine» 

'J'hus tluid parts, unknowing how to burn, 

With cold congeal'd, to folid metals turn ; 

For metals only from devouring flame 

Prefeive their beauty, and return the fame ; 

Both art and force the well- wrought mafs difdains. 

And 'midll the fire its native form retains. 

Or whether by creation firft they fprung, 

When yet unpois'd the world's great fabric hung : 

Metals the bafis of the earth were made, 

The bars on which its fix'd foundation 's laid : 

All fecond caufes they difdain to own. 

And from th' Almighty's Fiat fprung alone. 

Nature in fpecious beds preferves hcrftore. 
And keeps unmix'd the we 11 -compared ore ; 
The fprcading root a numerous race maintains 
Of branching limbs, and far -extended veins : 
'J'hus, from its watery ftore, a fpring fupplies 
'I'hc lellcr ftreams that round its fountain rife j 
Which bounding out in fair meanders |>lay. 
And o'er the meads in different currents ftray. 

Metliinks I fee the rounded metal fpread. 
To be ennobled with our monarch's head : 
About the globe th* admired coin (hall run. 
And make the circle of its parent fun. 

How are thy realms, triumphant Britain, bled f 
Enrich'd with more than all the diftant weft ! 
Thy fons, no more betray *d with hopes of gain, 
Siiall tempt the dangers of a faithleis main. 
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Traffic no more abroad for foreign fpoil, 
Supplied with richer from their native foil. 
To Dovey's flood ikall numerous traders come, 
Employ'd to fetch the BritiQi bullion home, 
To pay their tributes to its bounteous fliore, 
Returning laden with the Cambrian ore. 
Her abfcnt fleet Potofi's race Ihall mourn. 
And wifli in vain to fee our fails return ; 
Like mifers heaping up their ufelefs llor^, 
Starv'd with their wealth, amidft their riches poor. 
Where-e'erthc Britifh banners arc difplay'd, 
Thefuppliant nations fliall implore our aid: 
Till, thus compell'djthe greater worlds confefs 
Thcmfelvcs oblig'd, and fuccour'd by the lefs. 
. J How Cambria's mines were to her offspring known, 
.^hus facrcd verfe tranfmits the flory down ; 
iVXprlin, a bard of the infpired train, 
With myftic numbers charm'd the Britifli plain ; 
Bclov'd by Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine, 
His fong wasYacred, and his art divine : 
As on Sabrina's fruitful banks he flood, 
His wondrous verfe rcf^rain'd the liftening floo 1 ; 
T!ie fl:ream's brii^ht Go-UlcT* raibM her awful head, 
And to her cave the artful flicpherd led. 
Her fwift-dcfcending (Icps the youth purfues. 
And rich in ore the fpacious mountain views. 
In beds diflincl the well rang'd metals lay, 
l)if}x;rfing rays, and counterfeiting day. 
The filver, fliedding beams of orient light. 
Struck v.ith too fierce a glare his aking fight ; 

Dd-3 L\ki: 
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Like riiing flames the ruddy copptr ftkow*d. 
And fpread its biufhes o'er the dark abode s 
Profufe of rays, and with unriyal'd beams. 
The liquid filvcr flow'd in reftlefs ftreams : 
J^or India's-fparkling gems are half lb bright. 
Nor waves abore, that fliinc with heavenly light; 
When thus the Goddefs fpake : Hannonious Youthf 
Rcvcr'd for numbers fraught with facred truth ! 
BclovM by heaven ! attend while I relate 
The fix*d decree, and dark events of fate. 
Conceal'd thefe treafures lie in Nature's womb^ 
For future times, and ages yet to come. 
When many long revolving years are ruo, 
A hero ihali afcend the Britifli throne, 
Whofe numerous triuqijphs ihall AUgufta grace. 
In arms renown'd^ ador'd for plenteous peace. 
Beneath his fway a generous youth fhafl rile. 
With virtues bleft, in happy councils wife ; 
Rich with the (jpoils of Learning's various llore. 
Commanding arts, yet Hill acquiring more. 
He, withfuccefs, Ihall enter this abode. 
And nature trace in paths before untrod ; 
The fmiling offspring from her womb remove. 
And with her entrails glad the realms above. 
O youth, referv'd by more aufpicious fate. 
With fam'd improvements to oblige the ftate ! 
By wars impoverilh'd, Albion mourns no more. 
Thy well-wrought mines forbid her to be poor 
The earth, thy great exchequer, ready lies. 
Which all defcA of failing funds fupplies | 

Tho 



TO SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORTH. 4*7 
Thou (halt a nation's preffing wants relieve. 
Not war can lavifh more Hum thou canft give. 

This, Mackworthy fixes thy immortal name^ 
The Mule's darling, and the boaft of haat ; 
No greater virtues on record ihall ftand. 
Than thus with arts te grace^ with wealth eniich the land. 
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ART OF LOVE. 

BOOK THE SECON D*. 

■^r OW lo Pxan fing ! now wreaths prepare ! 

-"-^ And with repeated los fill the air : 

The prey is fall'n in my fuccefsful toils. 

My artful nets inclofc the lovely fpoils : 

My numbers now, ye fmiling lovers, crown, 5 

And make your poet dcathlefs in renown : 

With lading fame my verfe fhall be inroird. 

And I pefcrr'd to all the Bards of old. 

Thus Paris from th» warlike Spartans bore 

Their ravifh*d bride j to Ida's diftant ihore 10 

Viflorius Pelops thus in triumph drove 

The vanquifli'd maid, and thus enjoy *d his love. 

Stay, eager youth ! your bark 's but under fail $ 
The diftant port requires a profperous gale. 
*Tis not enough the yielding beauty 's found, 15 

And with my aid your artful pafiion crown'd j 

* The First Book of Ovid's " Art of Love/* i» 
printed in th-s Collc6l:ion, among the poems of Mr. 
Dryden ; the THIRD, amon^ thofe of Mr. CoN- 
GREVE. Mr. Pope's hand-writmg enables us Co afcribe 
the Second to Dr. Yalden, N. 

The 
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The conqucfts our fuccefsful condu6b ^in'd» 

With art muft be fecur*d, by arts maiutain'd. 

The glory's more to guard, than win the prize ; 

There all the toil and threatening danger lies. - to 

If ever, Cupid, now indulgent prove, 

O Venus ! aid j thou charmingQueen of Love I 

Kind Erato,, let thy aufpicious name > 

Infpire the work, and raife my generous flame* 

The labour 's great ! a method I deiign . 25 

For Love ; and will the fetter'd god confine : 

The god that roves the fpacious world around, • 

In every clime, apd diftant region found 5 

Aftiveand light, his wings elude our guard. 

And to confine a deity is hard : 30^ 

His gucH from flight Minos inclo$-d around. 

Yet he with wings a daring paflage found. 

Thus Dxdalus her offspring firft confin'd : 

Who with a bull in lewd embraces join'd : 

Her teeming womb the horrid crime confefs'd 3 35 

Big with a human bull, half man, half beaft. 

Said he, jull Minos, beflof human-kind. 

Thy mercy let a proftratc exile fiftd. 

By fates compelled my native fhores to fly, 

Ptrrmit me, where I durfl not live, to die. 40 

Enlarge my fqn, if you negleft my tears. 

And fhow cpmpaflk>n to his blooming years : 

Let not the youth a long confinement mourn. 

Oh free the fon, or.lct his fire return ! 

Thus he implor'd, but iUll iroplor'cikin vain, 45 

Nor could the freedom that he fought, obtain. 
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ConTinc'd at length : Now, Dzedaliis, he cry*^y |- 

Mcre 's fubjcft for thy art that 's yet untiry^d, 

Minos the earth commands, and* guards die feav 

Ho pafs the land aflfords, the deep no way : ^ 59 I 

Heaven 's only free, we*ll heaven's aufpicious height 

Attempt to pai^, where kindtr fates invite !' 

Favour, ye powers ahove, my daring ffight t 

Misfortunes oft prove to invention kind, 

Ibfh'u6l our wit^ and aid the labouring mind :- 55 

For who can credit men^ in wild defpair. 

Should force a'paflage through the yielding sar ! 

Feathers for wings dciign'd the artift chofty 

And bound, with thread his forming pinions cloie t 

With temper'd wax the pointed end^he wrought, (o*- 

And to perfection his new labours brought* 

The finifh'd wings his fmiling ofispring views. 

Admires the work, notconibious of their ufe : 

To whom the ^athep ikid, Obferve aright, 

Obferve, my fm, thefeinibiiments of flight. 5^ 

In vain the tyrant our efcape retards, 

The heavens he. cannot, all but heaven he guards ;- 

Though earth and feas elude thy father's care, 

Thefe wings (half waft us through the ^cious ur« 

Nor ihall my Ton celeflial figns furvey, ^ 

Far from the radiant Yiigin take your way : 

Or where Bootes the chill'd north commands^ 

And with his fauchion dread Orion ffamds 1 

ril go before, me flill retain in fight, 

Wbfire-c^er I lead, ibcurely make yout' fli^iu. 75 
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For (hould wc upward (bar too near the fun, 

DiiTolvM with heat, the liquid wax will run t 

Or near the feas an humbler flight maintain^ 

Our plumes will fufier by the fteaming- main.. 

A medium keep, the \yinds obfenre aright : t# 

The winds will aid your ad^rantageous flight. 

He caution'd thus, and thus informM him long^ - 

As careful birds inftruft their tender young : 

The fprcading wings then to his fhoulders bound , 

His body poisM, and rais'dhim from the-giouttd. (5 

Prepar'd for flight, his aged arms embrace 

The tender youth, whilfr tears o*erflow his ficc. 

A hill there was, from whence the anxious pair 

Eflay'd their wings, and forth they lanch'd in air r 

Kow his expanded plumes the artift plies, 9^ 

Regards his Ton, and Teads along the ikies r 

PIcasM with the novelty of flight, the boy 

Bounds in the air, and upward fprings with joy. 

The angler views them from the diftant ftrand, 

And quits the labours of his trembling hand; 9^ 

Samos they pafs, and Naxos in* dieir flight. 

And Delos, with Apollo's prefence bright. ' 

Now on their right Lebinthos' fliores they fbund> 

For fruitful lakes and fliady groves renown'd* 

When the afpiring boy forgot his fears, 10^ 

Rafli with hot youth and unexperienc'd years : 

Upwards he foar'd, maintained a lofty ftroke^. 

And his dire£ling Other's way forfook. 

The wax, of heat impatient, melted nin^ 

Nor could bit wings fuitain that blaze of fun* 105 
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From heaven he views the fatal depths belou-, 
Whilft killing fears prevent the diftant blow. 
His flruggling arms now no afliftance find. 
Nor poifc the body, nor receive the wind. 
Falling, his father he implores in vain. 
To aid his flight, and finking limbs fudain ; 
His naQ)e invokes, till the expiring found 
Far in the floods with Icarus was drown'd. 
The parent mourns, a parent now no more. 
And feeks the abfent youth on every fhore ; 115 

Where's my lov'd fon, my Icarus! he cries ; 
Say in what diflant region of the fkics. 
Or faithlefs clime, the youthful wanderer flies ! 
Then viewed his pinions fcattcr'd o'er the ftream, 
The fhore his bones recciv'd, the waves his name. 120 
Minos with walls attempted' to detain 
His frying gucfls, but did attempt in vain : 
Yet the wihg'd god fhall to our rules fubmit. 
And. Cupid yield to more prevailing wit. 
ThefTalian arts in vain rafh lovers ufe. 
In vain with drugs the fcomful maid abuie : 
The fkilful'fl potions inefiedtual prove, 
Ufclefs are magic remedies in love : 
Could charms prevail, Circe had prov'd her art. 
And fond Medea fix'd her Jafon*s heart. ,,q 

Nor tempt with philters the difdainful dame ; 
They rage infpire, create a frantic flame : 
Abflain from guilt, all vicious arts remove. 
And make your pafTion worthy of her love. 

» Diftruft 



>2S 



V 



} 



Book II. OVID'S ART OF LOVE. 415 
Diftruft your empty form and boafted face ; 135 

The nymph engage a thoufand nobler ways : 
To fix her vanquilh'd heart intircJy thine, 
Accomplifh*d graces to your native join. 
Beauty 's but frail, a charm that foon decays. 
Its luftre fades as rolling years increaic, 
And ageftill triumphs o'er the ruin'd face- 
Tliis truth the fair but fliort-liv'd lily ihows, 
And prickles that furvivc the faded rofe. 
Learn, lovely boy, be with inftruftion wift ! 
Beauty and youth mif-fpcnt are paft advice. 145 

1 hen cultivate thy mind with Wit and Fame, 
Thofe lafting charms furvive the funeral flame. 
' With arts and fciences your bread improve. 
Of high import are languages in love : 
The fam'd Ulyfles was not fair nor young, 156 

But eloquent and charming with his tongue : 
And yet for him contending beauties ftrovc. 
And every fea-nymph fought the hero's love, 
Calypfo moum*d when he forfook her fhorcs. 
And with fond waves detained hishafty oars. 155 

Oft fhc inquired of ruin'd Ilium's fete, 
Making him oft the wondrous tale relate } 
Which with fuch grace his florid tongue could frame. 
The ftory ftill was.new, tho* ftill the fame. 
Now (landing on the fliores, again declare, 160 

Calypfo cry'd, yourfam'd exploits in war. - 
He with a wand, a flender wand he bore, 
Delineates every a£lion on the fhore. 
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UoreU Troy, (ays he, then draws the walls in f« 
There Simois flcfws, here my battalions (land. 
A field there was, (and then defer ibes the field) 
Where Dolon, with rewards deceiv'd, we kill'd, 
Juftthus entrenchM imagine Rhefus lies, 
And here we make his warlike fteeds our prize. 
Much he defcrib'd, when a dcftm&ivc wave 
Wafli'd off die (leivder Troy, and roUing gave 
To Rhefus and his tents one common grave. 
Long with delight his charming tongue (he heard. 
The well-rais'd paflion in her looks appeared : 
The goddefs weeps to view his fpreading fails. 
So much a foldier with the fcx prevails. 
Diftrufl thy form, fond youth, and learn to knov 
There *s more required in love than empty (how. 
With juft difdain (he treats the haughty mind, 
'Tis complaifance that makes a beauty kind. 
The hawk we hate that always lives in arms. 
The raging wolf that every flock alarms : 
But the mild fwallow none with toils infcfts, 
And none the ibft Chaonian bird moleils* 
Debates avoid, and rude contention (hun ; 
A woman 's with fubmiffive language won. 
Let the wife rail, and injurd hu(baDd fwear. 
Such freedoms areallow'<i themarryM pair : 
Diicord and (Irife to nuptial beds belong, 
The portion juftifies a clamorous tongue. 
With tender vows the yielding maid endear. 
And let her only fighs and wi(hcs hear. 

i C 
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Contrive wtth words and anions to deHght^ 
Still charm her ear, and ftili oblige her fight. 

I no'inftni6Hons to the rich impart, i^ 

He needs not, that prefents, my ufelefs art t 
The giving lover *s handfome, valiant, wife. 
His happy fortune is above advice^ 
I to the needy iing ; though poor, I love, 
And, wanting wealth, wtth melting language move. 200 
His honour florms a ftubbom damiel's door ; 
I 'm cautious toafirent, becaufe I 'm pooc 
With pleafing arts I court, with arts pofleft; 
Or if I 'm bounteous, 'tis in promifes. 
Enrag'd, I ruffled once Curinna*s hair, %o^ 

Long was I banilh'd by the injur^i iair ; 
Long mournful nights for this confam*d tloae. 
Nor could my tears the furious maid atone* 
Weeping, ihe vow'd, a fuit of point I tovet 
Falfely (he vow*d, but I muft purchafe more. no 

Make not your guilty mailer's crime your-own. 
But by my punifhment my error ihun; 
Indecent fury from her fight cemove. 
No paifion let your mifirefs know, but love. 
. Yet if the haughty nymph *s unkind and coy, 213 
Or ihuns your fight ; have patience, and enjoy. 
By flow degrees wc bend the ftubborn bow ; 
What force refifts, with art will pliant grow. 
In vain we ftem a torrent's rapid force, ^ 
But fwim with cafe, complying with its courfe. 220 
By gentler arts we favagc beads reclaim. 
And lions, bulls, and furious tigers tame. 
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Fiercely Atlanta o*erthc forefr rov'd, 

Cruel and wild, and yet at laft (he lov'd. 

Melanioa long deplor'd his hopelefs flame, 22; 

And, weeping, in the woods purfued the fcornful dame: 

On his fubmiflive neck her toils he wore. 

And with his miftrefs chac'd the dreadful boar. ll 

Arm'd to the woods I bid you not repair, 

•Nor follow over hills the favage fair : 230 

My foft injunftions lefs fevere you '11 find, 

Eafy to learn, and frara'd to every mind. 

Her wifhes never, nor her will withfbnd ; 

Submit, you conquer ; fervc, and you *11 command. 

Her words approve, deny what (he denies j 235 

Like, where (he likes ; and where fhe fcorns, defptfc. 

Laugh when (he fmiles : when fad, diifdlve in tears 5 

Let every gefture fympathize with hers. 

If (he delights, as women will, in play. 

Her flakes return, your ready lofmgs pay. 2^0 

When Ihe 's at cards, or rattling dice (he throws. 

Connive at cheats, and generoufly lofe. 

A fmiling winner let the nymph remain. 

Let your pleased miftrefs every conqueft gain. 

In heat, with an umbrello ready (bind ; 245 

When walking, offer your ofHcious hand. 

Her trembling hands, though you fuftain the cold, 

Cherilh, and to your warmer bofom hold. 

Think no inferior office a difgracej 

No a£tion, that a mfftrefs gains, is ba(e. 250 

The hero that eluded Juno's fpitc. 

And every monlter overcame in fight| 

That 
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That pad fo many bloody labours o'er, 

And well defer v'd that hcav'n whofc weight he bore : 

Amidft Ionian damftls carding flands, 255 

And grafps the diftaff with obedient hands; 

In all commands the haughty dame obeys ; 

And who difdains to rOl like Hercules ? 

If ihe 's at law, be fure commend the laws. 

Solicit with the judge, or plead her caule* 26© 

With patience at the aflignation wait. 

Early appear, attend her coming late. 

Whene'er (he wants a meffcngcr, away. 

And her commands with flying feet obey. 

"Ulien late from fupper (be 's returning homCf a4$ 

And calls her fcrvant, as a fen'ant come* 

She for the country air retires from town. 

You want a coach, or hor(e, why foot it down : 

Let not the fultry feafon of the year, 

The falling fnows, or conftanti-ain deten 270 

Love is a warfare ; an ignoble floth 

Seems equal contemptible in both: 

In both are watchings, duels, anxious cares, 

The fuldierthus, and thus the lover fares ; 

M''ith rain he *s drench'd, with piercing tempefls fhakeSy 

And on the colder earth his lodging takes. 

K^me (ays that Phoebus kept Admetus' herd | 

And coaricly in an humble cottage far'd ; 

>«'o fcrvilc offices the god dcny'd j 

Learn this, ye lovers, and renounce your pride. 280 

V/lien all exccfs is to your miftrefs hard, 
Wlitn every doorfccur'd, and window barr'd; 

£ e *X>cy& 
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The roof untile, fome defperatc palTagc find : 

You cannot be too bold to make her kind : 

Ob, how fhc '11 clafp you when the dangers o'er, 185 

And value your deferving pailion more ! 

Thus through the boiftcrous fcas Leander moT*d, 

Not to poflcfs, but fhcw how much he lov'd. 

Norblufliing think how low you condefcend 
To court her naaids, and make each flave your friend : 
Each by their names familiarly falute. 
And beg them to promote your amorous fuit. 
Perhaps a bribe 's requir*d ; your bounty (how. 
And from your (lender fortune part bcftow. 
A double Uibc the chamber-maid fecures ; 495 

And when the favorite *s gain'd, the fair is your*g. 
She '11 add, to every thing you do, a grace. 
And watch the wanton hours, and time her praife. 
When fervants merry, make, and feaft and play. 
Then give her fometfaing to keep holiday. 300 

Retain them every one, the porter moft, 
And her who nightly guards the happy coaft. 

I no profufe nor coftly gifts commend. 
But choofe and time it well, whate'er you iend. 
F^nvide the produft of the early year, 305 

And let your boy the rural prefent bear ; 
Tell her 'tw|if frefli, and from your manor brought, 
Though dale, and in the fuburb market bought. 
The firft ripe clufter let your miftrefs eat. 
With chcfnuts, melons, and fair peaches treat : 310 

Some larger fidi, or choicer fowl prefent : 
They reco^unfijid your pailioDy where they 're lent. 

'Tis 
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'Tis with thefc arts the childlefs mifcr '5 caught, 
Thus future legacies are bafely bought : 
But may his name with infamy be curft, 31$ 

That pra6lis'd them on love, and woman firftf 

In tender fonnets moft your flame reheavfe. 
But who, alas ! of late arc mov'd by verfc ? 
Women a wealthy -treating fool admire, 
Applaud your wit, but cofUy gifts require, 3*9 

This is the golden age, all worihip gold, 
Honours ajrt purchased. Love and Beauty ibid. 
Should Homer eome with his harmonious train. 
And not prefent. Homer 's tum'd out iigain. 
Some of the fex have ftnfe, their number '» imaU; st$ 
Mod ignorant, yet vain pretenders all : 
Flatter aright, fmooth empty f^an^as iend 3 
They feldom fenfe, but found and rhyme commend* 
Should you wit)i art compofe each poliih'd line, 
And make her, like your numbers, all divine ; 339 
Yet Ihe *11 a treat, or worthlefs toy pr^fnf 
To all th* immorts^l poet's boafted care. 
But he that covets to retaia her bewt. 
Let him apply his flattery with art : 
With lading raptures on her beauty ga^fy 31 S 

And make her form the fubje^of his praift. 
Purple commend, when ihe 's in purple dref«*4 j 
In fcarlct, fwear ihe looks in fcarlet beft : 
Array'd in gpld, her graceful mien adore, 
Vowing thofe eyes tranlcend the fparkling ore, 34P 

With prudence place each compliment aright. 
Though clad ix^ crape^t let homely c^ajpe delight- 

Eex ^^5*' 
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In forted colours, praife a vary'd drefs ; 

In night-cloaths, or commode, let either pi eaie. 

Or when (he combs, or when (he curls her hair, 345 

Commend her curious art and gallant air. 

Singing, her voice, dancing, her (Icp admire, 

Applaud when fhe defifts, and Hill defire : 

Let all her words andafkions wonder raife. 

View her with raptures, and with raptures praile* 35O 

Fierce as Medufa though your milfarefs prove, 

TThefe arts will teach the ftubborn beauty iove« 

Be cautious left you over-aft your part. 
And temper your hypocrify with art : 
Let no falfe aftion give your words the lie, 355 

For, undeceived, flie 's ever after Ihy. 
In Autumn oft, when the luxurious year 
Purples the grape, and ftiows the vintage near} 
When fultry heats, when colder blafts arife. 
And bodies languiih with inconi^ant (kies : 360 

If vitious heaven infefts her tender veins. 
And in her tainted blood fomefever reigns ; 
Then your kind vows, your pious care beftow. 
The bleflings you expeft to reap, then fow : 
Tiiink nothing naufeous in her loathM difcafe, 365 

But with your ready hand contrive to pleale : 
Weep in her figbr, then fonder kifles give. 
And let her burning lips your tears receive. 
Much for her lafety vow, but louder fpcak. 
Let the nymph hear the lavifh vows you make. 370 

As health returns, lb let your ^oys appear, 
Oftfmile with hope, and ott couitfc ^«w i«Jt^ 
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This in her brcaft remains, thcfc plcaiing charms 

Secure a paffage to her grateful arms. 

Reach nothing naufeous to her taile or fight, 375 

Officious only when you mod delight : ' 

Nor bitter draughts, nor hated medicines give; 

I.ct her from rivals what (he loaths receive. 

Thofc profi crous winds that launched our bark from fhore. 

When out at Tea affid its courfe no more : 380 

Time will your knowledge in our art improve. 

Give llrength and vigour to your forming love. 

The dreadful bull was but a calf, when young; 

The lofty oak but from an acorn fprung : 

From narrow fprings the nobled currents flow, 385 

But fwell their floods, and fprcad them as they go. 

Be convcrfant with love, no toils refufe. 

And conquer all fatigues with frequent ufe. 

Still let her hear your fighs, your pafllion view. 

And night and day the flying maid purfue. 390 

Then paufe awhile ; by fallo^v fields we ^ain ; 

A thirfty foil receives the welcome rain. 

Phyllis was calm while with Demophoon blcfs'd. 

His abfence wounded moft her raging brcaft : 

Thus his chafte confort for UlyflTes bum'd, 395 

And Laodamia thus her abicnt huiband mourn'd : 

With fpccd return, you *rc ruin'd by delays, 

Some happy youth may foon fupply your place. 

When Sparta's prince was from his Helen gone. 

Could Helen be content to lie alone } 400 

She in his bed received her amoco\]A ^c^> 

And nightly clafp'd him to V\« vwiXvc^^'^v^'*'^- 
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Unthinking cuckold, to a proverb blind ! 

What, truft abcau and a fair wife behind ? 

Let furious hawks thy trembling turtles keep, 405 

And to the mountain wolves commit thy iheep : 

Helen is guihlefs, and her lover's crime 

But what yourfclf would aft another time ? 

The youth was prcfling, the dull hufband gone. 

Let every woman make the cafe her own : 410 

Who could a prince, by Venus fent, refufe > 

The cuckold's negligence is her excufe. 

But not the foaming boar whom fpcars furround. 
Revenging on the dogs his mortal wound, 
Nor lionefs, whofe young receive the breaft, 
Nor viper by unwary footftcps preft ) 
Nor drunkard by th* Aonian god poffeft, 
Tranfcend the woman's rage, by fury led. 
To find a rival in her injur'd bed. 
With fire and fword Ihe flies, the frantic dame 420 

Difdains the thoughts of tcndernefs or ihame. 
Her offspring's blood enrag'd Medea fpilt, 
A cruel mother, for the father's guilt. 
And Progne's unrelenting fury proves. 
That dire revenge purfues neglefted loves . 42^ 

Where facred ties of honour are deftroy'd. 
Such errors cautious lovers rauft avoid. 
Think not my precepts conftancy enjoin, 
Venus avert ! far nobler 's my defign. 
At large enjoy, conceal your paiiion weU, 4^0 

Nor ufe tks modilh yvsiiVj to ttll i 



) 



BooKir. OVID'S ART OF LOVE. 413 

Avoid prefenting of fufpc6^cd toys, 

Nor to an hour confine your varied joys : 

Dcfert the Ihades you did frequent before, 

Nor make them confcious to a nc\v atnour. 435 

The nymph, when fhe betrays, difdainsyour guilt. 

And, by fuch falfehood taught, fhe learns to jilt* 

While with a wife Atrides livM content. 

Their loves were mutual, and fhe innocent ♦ 

But when inflam'd with every charming face, 440 

Herlewdncfs ftill maintain'd an equal pace. 

Chryfes, as fame had told her, pray*d in vain. 

Nor could by gifts his captive girl obtain ; 

Mournful Brifeis, thy complaints fhe heard, ■• 

And how his lull the tedious war deferr*d. 445 

This tamely heard, but with refcntment vlew*d 

The viftor by his beauteous flave fubdu6d : 

With rage (he faw her mvn ueglcfted charms. 

And took ^giflhus to her InjurM arms. 

To lufft and fhame by his example led, ^?^ 

Who durft fo openly profane her bed. 

What you conceal, her more obferving eye 
Perhaps betrays : with oaths the fa6l deny j 
And boldly gtve her jealoufy the lie ; 
Not too fubmiflivc feem, nor over-kind 1 43^ 

Thtfe arc the fymptoms of a guilty mind s 
But no carefTes, no endearments fpare^ 
Enjoyment pacifies the angry fair. 

There are, that ftrong provoking potions ^x^it^ 
And nature with pcmidoMS Tst^^Ycvckit^ tMSft\ '^ 
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Sccuie from rtrals (he negle£ls ycur flame : 
The mind without variety is doy'd, ^2% 

And oaufcrates pleafures it has long enjoy 'd. 
But as a fire, whofe wafted ftrength declines* 
Convvits to afhes, and but faintly ftiines ; 
\Vhcn fuli^iir's brought, the fprcading flames return, 
Aud j> loNvin^i; embers with frcfli fury bum : 490 

A 
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A rival thus th* ungrateful maid reclaims, 

Revives dcfire, and feeds her dying flames : 

Oft make her jealous^ give your fondnefs o'er. 

And teaze her often with fome new amour. 

Happy, thrice happy youth, with, plcafurcs bleft. 

Too great, to exquifi'te to be cxpreft. 

That view 'ft the anguifli of her jealous breafl ! 

Whene'er thy guilt the flighted beauty knows. 

She fwoons j her voice, and then her colour goes. 

Oft would my furious nymph, in burning rage, 500- 

AfTault my locks, and with her nails engage i 

Then how (he *d weep, what piercing glances caft ! 

And vow to hate the perjured wretch at laft. 

Let not your miftrefs long your falfehood mourn : 

Keglefted fondnefs will to fury turn. cos. 

But kindly clafp her in your arms again, 

And on your breaft her drooping head fuftain :. 

Whilft weeping kiG, amidft her tears enjoy, 

And with excefs of blifs her rage deftroy. 

ILet her awhile lament, awhile complain, ^ 10 

Then die with pleafure, as Ihe dy'd with pain. 

Enjoyment cures her with its powerful charms, 

She '11 fign a pardon in your aftive arms. 

Firft nature lay an undigefted mafs. 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, wore one common face : 515 
Then vaulted heaven was fram'd, waves earth inclos'd -, 
And Chaos was in beauteous form difpos'd j 
The bcafts inhabit woods, the birds the air, 
And to the floods the fcaly fry repair. 
Mankind alone en joy 'd no certain place, r 20. 

On rapine liv'd, a rude unpolifli'd race % 
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Caves were their houfes, herbs their food and bed, 

Whilft each a favage from the other fled. 

Love firft'difarm'd the fiercenefs of their mind. 

And in one bed the men and women ]oin*d, 525 

The youth was eager, but unikilPd in joy, 

Kor was the unexperienc'd virgin coy ! 

They knew no courtlhip, no inftruftor found. 

Yet they enjoy'd, and blefs'd the pleafing wound. 

The birds with conforts propagate their kind, 530 

And fporting fifh their finny beauties find : 

In amorous folds the wanton ferpents twine. 

And dogs with their falacious females join. 

The lufty bull delights his friiking dames, ' 

And more lafcivious goat her male inflames. ^jj 

Mares furious grow with love, their boundaries force. 

Plunging through waves to meet the neighing horfe. 

Go on, brave youth, thy generous vigour try. 

To the refcnting maid this charm apply : 

Love's foftening pleafures every grief remove, ^^o 

There 's nothing that can can make your peace like love. 

From drugs and philtres no redrefs you *11 find. 

But nature with your miftrefs will be kind. 

The love that 's unconftrain'd will long endure, 

Machaon's art was falfe, but mine is fure, c^j 

Whiltt thus I fung, infiam'd with nobler fire, 
I heard the great Apollo's tuneful lyre ; 
His hand a branch of fpreading laurel bore. 
And on his head a laurel wreath he wore ; 
Around he caft difFufive rays of light, tto 

Confefiing all the god to human fight. 

Thou 
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Thou mafter of lafcivious arts, he faid. 

To my frequented fane thy pupils lead : 

And there infcribe in chara£lcrs of gold» 

This celebrated fentenoc you *11 behold. 555 

Firft know yourfeif ; who to himfelf is known, 

Shall love with conduft, and his wiihes crown. 

Where Nature has a handfomc face beftow'd, 

Or graceful (hapc, let both be often ihow'd z 

Let men of wit and humour fxlence lliun, 56a 

The artift fmg, and foldicrblufteron : 

Of long harangues, ye eloquent, take heed, 

Nor thy damn'd works, thou teazing poet, read. 

Thua Phoebus fpake : A juft obedience give. 

And thefe injun£tions from a god receive. 55^ 

I myfteries unfold ; to my advice 
Attend, ye vulgar lovers, and grow wife. 
The thriving grain in harveft often fails : 
Oft profpVous winds turn adverfe to our fails : 
Few are the pleafures, though the toils are great : 57^ 
With patience muft fubmiffive lovers wait. 
What hares on Athos, bees on Hybla feed. 
Or berries on the circling ivy breed ; 
As (hells on fandy ihores, as fbrs above. 
So numerous are the fure fatigues of love. 575 

The lady 's gone abroad, you *rc told ; though fcea, 
Diftruft your eyes, believe her not within. * 
Her lodgings on the promised night are dole; 
Refent it not, but on the earth repofe. 
Hek* maid will cryy with an inTulting tone, ^ go 

What makes you fkwaxcthut ? you foe, b6 gone* 
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With moving words the cruel nymph intreat. 
And place your garland on the bolted gate. 
Why do I light and vulgar precepts ufe ? 
A nobler fubjeft now infpires my Mufe : 
Approaching joys I fing; ye youdisdraw near, 
Liften ye happy loiters and give ear : 
The labour 's great, and daring is my fong. 
Labours and great attempts to Love belong. 
As from the facred oracles of Jove 
Receive thefe grand myflerious truths in Love. 
Look down when ihe the ogling fpark invites. 
Nor touch the confcious tablets when Ihe writes. 
Appear not jealous, though ihe *s much from home. 
Let her at pleafure go, unqueftion*d come. 
This crafty hufbands to their wives permit. 
And learn, when (he *s engag'd, to wink at it. 
I my own frailties modeflly confefs ; 
And, blufhing, give thofe precepts I tranfgreft ; 
Shall I, with patience, the known tignal hear. 
Retire, and leave a happy rival there ! 
What ! tamely fuffcr the provoking wrong,. 
And be afraid to ufe my hands or tongue ! 
Corinna's hufband kifs'd her in my fight ; 
I beat the faucy fool, and feiz'd my right. 
I like a fury for my nymph engage. 
And like a mad -man, when I mifs her, rage. 
My paffion ftill prevails, convinc'd I yield ! 
He that fubmits to this is better Ikill'd. 
Expofe not, though ^ou ^ud her guilty flair 
LcJll £j€ abandon modeftv and i!i\^sci<& \ 
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Conceal her faults, no fecrct crimes upbraid ; 

Kothing 's fo fond as a fufpef^ed maid, 

Difcover'd love increafes with defpair, 

When hoth alikethe guilt and fbandal ibare^ 6x5 

All fenfeof modefty they lofe in time, 

Whilfleach encourages the other's crime. 

In heaven this ftory 's fam'd above the reft, 
Amongft th* immortal drolls a Handing jeft : 
How Vulcan two tranfgreffing lovers caught, 6%9 

And every god a pleasM fpe6l:ator brought. 
Great Mars for Venus felt a guilty flame, 
Neglefted war, and own'd a lover's name; 
To his dcfires the t^ueen of Love inclined ; 
No nymph in heaven *s <b willing, none (b kind. 645 
Oft the lafcivious fair, with fcomful pride. 
Would Vulcan's foot and footy hand^ deride. 
Yet both with decency their pafTion bore. 
And modeftlyconceai'd the clofe amour. 
But by the fun bctray'd in their embrace, 
(For what efcapes the fun's obferving rays ?) 
He told th* aflVontcd god of his difgrace. 
Ah fooUfh ibn ! and much un&iU'd in love 
Thou haft an ill example fet above ! 
Never a fair offending nymph betray, 635 

She'll gratefully x)blige you every way^ 
The crafty fpoufe around his bed prepares 
Nets that deceive the eye, and fecret fnares : 
A journey feigns, th* impatient lovers met. 
And naked were exposM ia Vulcwi* * xl«., ^"^ 
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The gods deride the criminals in chains. 

And fcarce from tears the Queen of Love refrains s 

Kor could her hands conceal her guilty fiace^ 

She wants that cover for another place* 

To furly Mars a gay fpedlator faid, 

Why fo uneafy in that envy'd bed ? 

On me trangfier your chains ; I *ll freely coroe 

For your reUafe, and fufifer in your room. 

At length, Kind Neptune, freed by thy deiires. 

Mars goes for Crete, to Faphos fhe retires. 

Their loves augmented with revengeful fires j 

Now conveifant with infwTiy and ihame. 

They fet no bounds to their lic-cntious flame. 

^ut, hoijeft Vulcan, what was thy pretence. 

To a6b fo much unlike a god of fenfe ? 

They fm iq publick, you the (bame repent, 

Convinc d that loves increafe with puniihment. 

Though in your power, a rival ne'er expofe, 

N^ver his intercppted joys difclofe : 

This I command, Venus commands the fame. 

Who hates the fnares Ihe once fuftain^d with (hame. 
What impious wretch will Ceres' rites expofe. 

Or Juno's folemm myfterics dilclofe ! 

His witty torments Tantalus defervcs. 

That thirfis in wave?, and viev^ing banq^iets ftanres. 

But Venus mod in fccrecy delights ; 

Away, ye bablers, from her filent rites ! 

No pomp hermyderies attends, no noife ! 

No ibunding brafs pyoclaims the latent pys I 
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With folded arm* the happy pair poffds, 

Nor fhould the fond betraying tongue confcfi 

Thofe raptures, which no language can exprcfs. 

When n«ked Venus caft hcfr robes afide, 

The parts obfcene her hands extended hide r 

No girl on propagating beafta will gaze, 675 

But hangs her head, and turns away her face. 

We darken 'd beds and doors for love provide ; 

What nature cannot, decent habits hide. 

I.ove darknefs courts, at moll a glimmering light, 

To raife our joys, and juft oblige the fight. 680 

Ere happy men beneadi a roof were laid, 

When oaks provided them with food and (hade j 

Some gloomy cave receiv'd the wanton pair ; 

For light too modeft, and unftiadcd air ! 

From public view they decently retir'd, 6S5 

And fecretly perform'd what love infpir'd. 

Now fcarce a modiih fop about the town, 

But boafts with whom, how oft, and where 'twas done; 

They tafte no pleafure, relifli no delight, 

Till they recount whatpafs'd the happy night. 6^ 

But men of honour always thought it bafe. 

To proftitute each kinder nymph's embrace t 

To blalt her fame, and vainly hurt his own, 

And furnifh fcandal for a lewd lampoon. 

And here I mull fome guilty arts accufe, 

And difingcnuous ihifts that lovers uie, 

To wrong the chafle, and innocent abuie. 

When long repuls'd, they find their couitihip vain, 

Her character with infamy they flain : 

3 \^^TCS^^ ^ 
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, Deny 'd her perfon, they debauch her fame, 
And brand her innocence with- public (hame. 
Go, jealous fool, the injur*d beauty guard, 
Let every door be lock*d, and window barr*d ! 
The fuffcring nymph remains exposed to wrong; 
Her name 's a prollitute to every tongue: 
For malice will with joy the lie receive. 
Report, and what it wiflies true, believe. 

With care conceal whate'er defeats you find. 
To all her faults feem like a lover blind. 
Naked Andromeda when Perfctis new'd. 
He faw her faults^ but yet pronounc'd them gooc(« 
Andromaclie was tall, yet ibme report 
Her He£tor was fo blind, he thought her ifaort. 
At firft what 's naufeous, lefiens by d^reeiy 
Young loves are nice, and difficult to pleafe. 
The infant plant, that bears a tenderrind. 
Reels to and fro with ev«ry breath of wind : 
But (hooting upward 'to a tree at laiV, 
It ftems the ftorm, and braves the i^rongeft blaft. 
Time will defe£ls and blemilhcs endear, \ 

And make them lovely to your eyes appear: 
Unufual fccntsat firft may give offence; 
Time reconciles ihem to the vanquiih'd ienfe : 
Her vices foften with fome kinder phrafe 5 
If (he is fwarthy^is the negro's face, 
Call it a graceful brown, and that complexion praife. 
The ruddy lafs muft be like Venus fair, 
Oi like Minerva that ha« yellow hair* 
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If pale and meagre, praife her ihape and youth, 
ASdve when fniall, when grofs ihe 's plump and fmooth. 
Every excefs by foftening terms dtfguife. 
And in fome neighbouring virtue hide each vice* 

I>^or aik her age, confult no regifier. 
Under who(e reign (he *s bom, or what 's the year! 
If fading youth checkers her hair with white» 7^5 

Experience makes her perfe£l in delight ; 
In her embrace fublimer joys are found, 
A fruitful foil, and cultivated ground ! 
The hours enjoy whilll youth and pleafures laft, 
Age hurries on, and-Death purfues too &fl* 740 

Or plough the Teas, or cultivate the land. 
Or wield the iword in thy adventurous hand : 
Or much in love thy nervous ihtngth employ. 
Embrace the fair, die grateful maid enjoy $ 
jjleafure and wealth reward thy pleafing pains, 74$ 

The labour 's great, but greater far the gains. 
Add their experience in afl^irs of love, 
l-or years and praftice do alike impro\*Cf 
Their arts repair the injuries of time. 
And ftill preferve them in their charming prime : 75* 
In vary'd ways they a£t the pleafui-e o'er, 
$Jot pi£l:ur'd poftures can inftru£k you more. 
They want no courtlhip to provoke delight. 
But meet your warmth with eager appetite : 
CJive me enjoyment, when the willing dame 75 $ 

Glows with defires, and burns with equal flame. 
I love to lu?ar the foft tranfporting \ov&^ 
The frequent %hs, the tcndev \TV\3.t'Kv^ix\'^^^^^^'• 
¥£ 
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To fee her eyes with vary'd pleafurc move* 
And all the nymph confei« the power of lovev 769 

>Jature 's not thus indulgent to the young, 
Thefe joys alone to riper years belong j 
Who youth en joy a, drinks crude unready wine^ 
Let age your girl and fprightiy juice refine, 
Mellow their fweets, and make the tafte dhrine. 7$c J 
To Helen who'd Hermione prefer. 
Or Gorge think beyond her mother fair : 
But he that covets the experienced dame. 
Shall crown his joys, and triumph in his flame. , 
'- One confcious bed receives the happy pair t 77^ 

Retire, my Mufe ; the door demands thy care. 
What charming words, what tender ^ngs are (atdi . 
What language flows without thy ufcdcfs aid !. 
Thci-e fliall the roving hand employment find, 
Infpire new flames, and make ev^n virgins kind. 77^ 
Thus He6tor did Andromache delight, 
Heftor in love viftorious, as in fight. 
When weary from the field Achilles came. 
Thus with delays he rais'd Brifeis* flame. ' 
Ah, could thofe arms, thofe fatal hands delight, 7S# 
Infpire kind thoughts, andraife thy appetite! 
Could*ft thou, fond maid, be charmed with his embrace, 
Stain'd with the blood of half thy royal race ? 

Nor yet with fpeed the fleeting pleafures wafte. 
Still moderate your love's impetuous hafle t 785 

The balhful virgin, though appearing coy. 
Detains your haadi uidVvw^^tke^Qtifefd joy« 



BooKli, OVID'» ART OF I.OVE. 43s 

Then view h^r «yc8 \vith humid luftre bright, 1 

Sparkling with rage, dtixd trembling with deli^ : 

Her kind complaints* her melting accents hear, 790 

The eye fhe charms, and wounds the liftening ear. 

Defert not then the claiming nymph's embracfi. 

But with her love maintain an equal pace : 

Raiie to her heights the tranfpprts of your foul. 

And fly united to the happy goal. 79 j 

Obferve thefe preceptswhen with leifure blefl. 

No threatening fears your private hours moleft ; 

When danger *$ near, your afiive force employ. 

And urge with eager fpeed the hafty joy : 

Then ply your oars, then pra^ie this advice, 809 

And ftrain with whip and fpur, to gain the prize. 

The work *s complete: triumphant palms prepare. 
With flowery wreaths adorn my flowing hair. 
As to the Greeks was Podalirius' art, 
To heal with medicines the afili£Ved part: 80^ 

Neftor's advice,, Achilles' arms in field, 
Automedon for chariot-driving Iki 1 I'd j 
As Chalchas could explain the myftic bird, 
And Telemon could wield the brandi(h*d fword ; 
Such to the town my fam*d inftruftions prove, 8i» 

So much am I renowned for arts of love : 
Me every youth fhall praife, extol my name, 
And o'er the globe difl'ufe ray lafting fame, 
farms provide againft the fcomful fair; 
Thus Vulcan arm'd Achilles for the war. 815 

Whatever youth fhall with my aid o'cvcotwt> 
Aiid lead his Amazon in tnum^Xv Y^qjcm. \ 
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Let htm that conquers, and enjoys the dame. 
In gratitude for his inftru£^ed flame, 
<Ii9fcribe the fpoils with my aufpicious name. 
The tender girls my precepts next demand : 
Them I commit to a more fldlful hand. 

AN ESSAY ON THE CHARACTEK. OP 

SIR WILLOUGHBY ASTC 
. LATE OF ASTON IN CHESHIRE, 17 



TO THE LADY CREWE OF UTKINT 

MADAM, 

AS when the eagle, with a parent's love. 
Prepares her young to vifit realms above : 
"With heaven*8 full luftre (he allures him on, 
Firft to admire, and then approach the fun { , 
Unweary'd he furveys the orb of light, 
Charmed by the objeft to maintain his flight. 

To you th' afpiring Mufe her labour brings. 
Thus tries its fate, and thus expands her wings : 
Tempted to gaze on your aufpicious light. 
This hafly birth to you dire£U its flight f 
T4ie^beauties of your mind tranfported views. 
Admiring fmgs, and pleas'd her fl.ight purfues. 
Permit thefeloofe, uxi&ii\ftC^Vvi«.%xoe«:\\sx 
TheJundprotcGdon of ^oui ^jsmccx^x^xiutox 
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t Though void of ornaments, and every grace, 1 5 

^ Accept the piece, as facred to your race. 
Where- you behold your great forefathers farac. 
And trace the fprings from whence your virtues camei 
Survey the triumphs, and the honours view, 

. That by a long defcent devolve on you. - 2# 

In vain the Mufe her vanquiih'd pencil tries^ . 
Where unexhaufted ftores of beauty rife : 
Languid and faint her labours mud appear, 
Whilft you tranfcend her faireft character. 

^&p bright in you your father*s graces ihinc, 25 

And all the virtues of your ancient line ; 
That none with pleafure can the copy view, 
Whilft the original furvives in you. 



"t TTH AT man renown'd ! what Britifli worthy's praife 

^ " Infpires the Mufe ! and confecrates her lays ! 
Record thy Afton's celebrated name, 
Difplay his virtues, and tranfmit his fame, 
Illuftrious a£^ions to thy care belong, 5 

And form the beauties of heroic fong : 
None e*er appeared with Co immenfe a ftore, 
Kor ever grac'd harmonious numbers more. 

Nor ftain, my Mufe, with thy officious tears. 
The bright example for fucceeding years : i* 

Whilft others in dcje£):ed notes complain. 
Sublime thy fong, attempt a nobler ftrain. 
With verfe afluage his pious off-fpring*s care^ 
And calm the (orrows of i\ic.vittp\tv«,li\\ x ^ 
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Difpel the (hades that fate untimely fpread, 
And ceafe to mourn for the immortal dead. 

Where 6ut-ftrctch'd Britain in the ocean *s loft. 
And Dee and rapid Mercy bound the coaft ; 
There hills arife with fylvan honours crown'd, 
'Inhere fruitful vales and Ihady dreams abound. 
Not Median groves, not Tempers boafted plain^ 
Nor where Paftolus' fands inrich the main. 
Can yield a profpeft fairer to the fight, 
Nor charm with fcenes of more auguft delight. 

HereLupfts and his warlike chiefs obtain'd 
Imperial fway, and great in honours reign'd : 
Deriving titles from their (words alone, 
Their laws preferv'd, and liberties their own. 

As when two fwelling :iood« their waves oppo(e. 
Nor would confound the urns from whence they rofe: 
But by degrees uniting in a ttream, 
Forget their fountains, and become the fame. 
Thus drove the Britains with the Norman race, 
Fierce with their wrongs', and confcious of difgrace : 
But when the fury of their arms was o*cr, 
Whom third of empire had cngag'd before. 
Now Friend(hip binds, and Love unites the more. 
From whom a longdefcent of worthies (bine, 
Jud to the glories of their martial line : 
Admiring Fame their matchlefs force records, 
Their bounteous minds, and holpitable boards. 
Where Weever hadens to receive the Dane, 
Refrediingwith united dreams die plain ; 

Aril 
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A riiing fabrick, with majeftic grace, 
^t>emandi the tribute of thy lofty praife, 45 

There Afton ftands* confpicuous to the fight; 
To Afton, Mufe, direft thy pleafing flight t 
From far the pompous edifice behold, 
Juft the proportions, and the ftru6hire boid, 
' Beauty is there with elegance exprefs'd, ^ ^9 

Improved with art, with native grandeur blcfs*d. 
What nobler objeft could the worthy find. 
To fignalize th6 greatnefs of his mind : 
Than to adorn, with fo auguft a frame. 
The place that gave his anceftors a name ? j^ 

Delightful fcene ! thy patron^s early care. 
Who raisM thee up magnificently fair : 
He forni'd thy beauties, and encreasM thy ftore, 
Gieat in thyfelf, but in thy founder more. ' 

From generous Hudard, whofe vi6lorious fword 60 
Made Afton ftoop beneath a foreign lord. 
Twenty fucceflive chiefs. defcended down ; 
Illuftrious all, and matchlefs in renown. 
When injur'd barons durft by arms reftrain 
Their fovereign's pride, on the embattled plain; 65 
And rival rofes, with impetuous rage, 
Involv'd in blood the next defcending age: 
Or when abroad we nobler conquefts fought, 
For Empire ftrove, for Fame and Beauty fought } 
Their great exploits our Britifh annals grace,. 7# 

And ancient bards immortalize the race» 
No lineage can a nobler fubje£t yield. 
Nor oftcner fhar'd the triumphs of the field r 

Ff4 Rftxsfif^xi*^ 
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RenownM in war, by arts iadearM to fame. 
Worthy their high defcent, and glorious name* 

But though fo many pious worthies joint 
To form the lull re of a noble line : 
Pafs not, ungrateful nymph, negle£led by 
A fhade renowned ! a name that cannot die ! 

^jyis father's fame with awful fteps purfue, 
And raiie thy flight with the traniporting view. 
When loud Sedition calVd him early forth. 
To merit wreaths, and fignaVize his worth 5 
His bounteous mind fupply'd the royal part • 

. \Vith fiowingiortuncs, and a faithful heart. 

""His Avord and pen were drawn in jud defence 
Of fuflering prelates, and an injured pi ince : 
And as fbme midnight wolf, by hunger prefs'd. 
With bOundlefs fury would the plains infeft j 
But if he bears the lion's awful voice. 
His head he couches, and contracts his paws t 
Thus raging Faftion murmur'd in its den^ 
Rcftrain'd and aw'd by his fublimer pen : 
And when Rebellion rear*d its guilty head« 
Before his arms the vanquifh'd monllcr fled. 
' Immortal (hade ! to cndltfs ages reft ! 
With joys, that never rebel tafted, blcfs'd t 
As champion for the facredd race of men* 
Accept tbis tribute from a grateful pen ; 

^irm to the church, and loyal to the crowny 
Is more than fame, and fanftlfies renown. 
Nor wonder then Co many graces join*d, 
T0 form the perf ed bcauik^ o^ Yv\^ ^xi\wi x 
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*-*^ from his ancedors derived them down, 
I^T^ proving virtues by dcfcent his own. 10$ 

^nd drft thy Alton's matchlefs form furvey^ 
7^**om early youth to nature's laft decay : 
**lic lively features of his beauty trace, 
^^nd give each lineament its native grace. 
^^ ^Grandeur and fweetnefs in his perTon join'd, 119 

"^^Ug^ft his prefence, and his a(pe£tkind j 
*lis lofty ftature, and diilinguiih'd mien, 
^^onfefs'd the greatnefs of a foul within; 
^^or genjerous natures purify their clay, 
^^nd o'er the body fpread a lucid ray ^ 1 1 < 

JThrough every part informing fpirits fly, 
^3Diidain relbraint, and fparklc at the eye. 
, 9ucb general luftre, fuch refifllefs grace, 

^£s limbs adom'd, and triumphed in hi« face. 
^ But as the earth, in her capacious veins, 120 

■'-^Tiefplendid treafure of her mines contains : 
^^MTith fading dowers (he paints the furface o'er* 
3ut inward (hines with unexhaufted ftore ; 
^o lovely forms are on mankind bedow'd, 
tr^-^nly to dignify the foul's abode : i a ^ 

^Within the beams of fparkling wit we find. 
The charms of fenfe, and treafurcs of the mind. 
Indulgent Nature thus her bounty fhow'd. 
Thus every fliining faculty bcflow'd : 
i#JWith (lores inrich'd his intelle6bual feat, 13^ 

And form'd the luHre of his mind compleat, 
^^ Where aged Cham in fam*d meanders flows. 
His early youth a ibft retiremeat d^& \ 
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To reft beneath the venerable ihade, 

"Where Spenfer fung, and Cowley's Muic Was laid. 

Propitious Nature had prepared before, 

A mind tenacious of the learned ftorc : 

The flowing fprings of knowledge to receive^ 

And take irapreflions faftas art could give. 

Aufpicious Cham ! not ail thy boafted race 
Of tuneful youths, that celebrate thy praifei 
That in the various fphcres of Ifeaming ihine, 
BelovM by Phoebus and the facred Nine; 
With nobler wreaths did e'er thy temples crown. 
Or add, like him, to thy ditfus'd renown. 

And next the flowing robe employ *dlii8 care, 
And bulky volumes of the painful bar r 
Though wealth and fame the toilfome fcarch attendy 
Yet he purfued" it for a nobler end. 
Obfcure and intricate our laws appear. 
Perplexed with comments that ihould make them cL 
His juftice through the gloomy mifts furvcy*d^ 
And Reafon found by fubtleties betray *d ; 
With Eloquence he fmooth'd the rugged way, 
And fcattciM fliades with Judgment's piercing ray. 

He Nature in her dark rccelTes fought. 
And with Philofophy fublim*d his thought. 
In all the various parts of learning (kill'd. 
That Grecian fagcs, or the Roman, yield : 
He from the ancients drain*d their richeft ftore, 
Refining ftill with wit the fparkling ore. 
Nor did he want the lyre's harmonious found, 
TKiiofc plcafuig acccTits a.VlYttv\8^»\tt%crowD:^\ 
3 
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neful lyre, that charms us with delight, 
our cares, and glads the tedious night ; 165 

IS ourpaiiions, calms our furious rage, 
^ of youth, and the relief of age. 
)iercirig faculties, ferenely bright, 
'ard to the foul difHn6^er light : 
es exquifite, and reafon found, 
inted all the obflacles they found, 
/ledge vers'd, in learning's depths profound, 
vere his hours to books alone confined, 
on was accompliih*d as his mind : 
his weapons withadmir'd fuccefs, 17^ 

I in courtfhip, and a kind addrefs. 
r he urg'd the courfer to his fpeed, 
er'd, with his Ikill, the fiery fteed ; 
Darning at the ring he fpums the iands,. 
his flrokes, and launches as he (lands : tSo^ 

ateful gcfture he did each command, 
'd his reins with aninftru6live hand* 
ler, to the fportive dance incKnM, 
meafures he the concert join'd : 
:r mov*d with mo»*c majeftic pace,. 1,8^. 

greater art, or more becoming grace, 
jwing wit, with folid judgment join'd,. 
united rarely in a mind, 
:he graces and engaging art^ 
irm the ear and captivate the heart. t9a 

:ed iatire, nor morofe difdain, 
the pleafure of his words with paia : 
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His inoffenfivc tongue, from (lander free. 
From Flattery's vice, or blafted Calumny ; 
Knew all the fprings that fecret paffions move, 
Raifc admiration, orinfpire with love. 

Sententious and inflru6tive his difcourfe. 
He urg'd his reafons with refiftlefs force. 
A lively eloquence adom'd his thought. 
And happy turns of wit occurred unfought r 
Expreffive words his flowing fenfe convey 'd, 
Jull were his thoughts, and powerful to perfuadei 

But, goddefs, now a nobler fcene furvey. 
Expand thy wings, thy brighteft charms difplay ! 
What various beauties here diftradl thy fight ! 
What virtues that furmount thy towering flight ! 
As namelefs flars, that form the galaxy^ 
With undiflinguifhM luflre gild the iky ; 
^6 ihone the graces that adorned his mind. 
And with concenter'd rays their beauties joined : t 
Whofe lucid numbers but repel thy fight. 
And, thus united, form one glorious orb of light. 

His riper years to wifdom he apply'd. 
Each path purfued, and every conqueft try'd t 
Wifdom, the darling attribute alone. 
By which th' Almighty *s more diflinfbly known : 
And, when contra£ted to a narrow (pan. 
Becomes the noblell faculty of man. 

Through books he trac'd her in the pleafing chace, 
Ranfack'd their (lores, and dill maintain'd his pace. 
With crowds, and bufy men, he Utrovt to find 
The flying f^r, the oV>\&(X. q1 VSks mvcA \ 
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Lrbugh fpecious arts, through all their vain difguile, 

iaw, diftinguifli'd, and obtain'd the prize, 
His mind, with each fupcrior talent fraught, 225 
r councils form*d his entcrprizing thought : 
|_ick of difpatch, difcrect in every tnift, 
gidly honed, and feverely juft. 
LOUgh kindncfs'in his generous bofom reign'd, 
ic dignity of power he ftill maintained : 230 

uc e'er difcharg'd affairs with more addrefs, 
•v'd better public polls, or fought them lefs. 
EIi8 conftancy appear*d in every (late, 
c'd and unmov'd as the decrees of fate : 
» fluftuating doubts his mind diftrefs'd, 235. 

T (hook the flrbng foundations of hU bread. 
8 rcfolution bore him ftill above 
i€ rafli effefts of enmity or love : 
rm on the bafis of himfelf he ftood, 
' right tenacious, permanent in good, 240 

Hence flow'd a courage unallay*d with fear, 
mind undaunted, and a confcience clear : 
'ith innocence and virtue for a guide, 
iccefsfuUy he ftem'd th' impetuous tide. 
trcpid thus he revolutions bore, 245 

>r devjated from paths he trod before : 
ic power 6f fortune ftill difdainM to own, 
>r courted fmiles, nor funk beneath her frown. 
He fcrv*d his country, with regards above 
lie commoh views of mercenary love : 250 

is paffion fuch, if not extended morc» 
\pious RtmsLnz to their LaUum\ioic* 
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No fpcclous kindncfs popularly feign *d, 
By intcreft rais'd, or with ambition ilain'd : 
The tender piety his a6tions Ihow'd, J! 

From duty fprung, from fond afre£tion flow'd. 

Untainted with the ftain of cither vice. 
Of lavifli wafte, or grafping avarice : 
Nor fqander d wealth, nor with a fordid breaft 
Condemn'd to hoards the treafurcs he pofTefs'd. i 
His hofpi table roof, with plenty ftor'd, 
Enjoy*d the blelTings of a fmiling board : 
Heaven, that had blefs'd him with a large increafe, 
Cave him a foul deferving to poflfcfs. 

The father's loyalty dcfcendcd down, i 

Endear'd by fufferings, to his rival Ton. 
As Hannibal purfued the Roman date. 
With double portions of his father*s hate : 
Such fix'd averfion in his bofom fprung, 
And aim*d his foul againft our fatl:ions, young ; t 
A niurder'd prince, and flaughter*d parent's fate, 
On the rebellious race entail'd his hate : 
Firm to the crown his duty he retain'd. 
And o'er his heart his rightful monarch reign 'd. 

View beauties yet of a fublimer kind. 
The heavenly off-fpring of a* pious mind : 
Charms that from innocence and virtue flow. 
That to religion all their fplendor owe ; 
Where no obfcuring fpots their Iqflrc hide. 
By crimes untainted, undeform'd with pride, 

Blefs'd Charity, the pure etherial ray. 
That iieavcn itfelf doc« to qmx \>wa&& ^^ts<«t;^ \ 
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9rger portions to his bofom came, 
c3 o*er his foul diffus'd a ilronger flame, 
:^iin the wretched always found relief^ 285 

r-on of want, redrelTer of their grief : 

him th' affli6led never fued in vain, 

felt their miferies, and eas*d their pain* 
rnidfl of plenty free from ienfual vice, 
r move indulg'd than nature would fuflice : ^99 

e calm and equal temper of his foul 
L every guilty appetite control ; 
thin their womb the vicious feeds fupprefs*d, 
d ftrangled forming pafTions in his breaft. 
rhe Church in him<enjoy'd a faithful Ton, 295 

M>fe duty with his early years begun : 
trirtuous life his juft obedience ihowM, 
d from religion his afiedlion flow'd ; 
ig application fix'd his heart fecure, 
iearch'd her do£^rines, and he found them pure. 39^ 
iThc liturgy employ'd his daily care, 

public worfhip, and his private prayer ; 

all its rites conformity he paid, 
e fervice lov*d, and difcipline obey*d, 
A ftrong devotion, fuch celeftial fire, 305 

lam*d his heart, and did his breafl in(pire ; 

if religion had engrofs'd the whole, 
d heaven remained the objedl of his foul, 
^fcend, my Mufe ; here flop thy pleafing flight, 
■mournfvlprofpe6^8, gloomy fhades of night. 319 
rend the laft expiring fcene of lifo, 
yainful con&i6t, . and unequal ftnie \ 
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Where Nature languiflies beneath the weight 
Of racking torments, and approachhig fate. 
With matchlefs patience, and undaunted mind. 
He bore hisanguifli, and his foul refiga'd : 
As he the glorious profpeft kept in ricw. 
And our old world rcjcfted for the new. 

The bounteous heavens their fruitfuj bleffingsfte 
And chafte Lucina crown*d hrs nuptial bed : 
From whence a fair and numerous off-fpring camCi 
The happy pledges of a mutual flame. 
From warlike Hudard, founder of his race. 
Twenty renown'd defcents his lineage grace : 
And from his loins compleat the number ^rung. 
For every anceftor a fmiling young. 

The happy hufband of a matchlefs dame, 
EndearM by virtues, and unblemi(h*d fame ; 
No guilty pafTion ever claim 'd a part, 
Theconfortof his bed engrofs'd Iiis heart. 
As two fair tapers bum with equal flame. 
Their hcatproportion'd, and their light the fame: 
And though by flow degrees they both decline, 
Both to the lafl with the fame luflrc fhine: 
Such equal flames tnfpir'd the happy pair. 
Mutual their pafTions, and the fame their care : 
Though years expir'd, and youth confum'd aw^y. 
Their fond afie£Uons never felt decay. 

As when the fun our hemifphcrc refigns, 
He leaves us light, and by refledlion (hincs } 
And when the gloomy intei val is o*er. 
He rifcs bright anA ^\oivQ>4^^\x.l*i\^* 
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I likenefs in his fuccelTor we find, 
tas the image pf himfelf behind ; 

1 all the virtues of his race endued ; 34$ 

5 happy father's in the fon renew'd. 
- Methinks I ^e a pompous tomb arife, 
tteous the form, magnificent the (ize : 
as*d with ore, with well- wrought marble made, 
by the artiH, and the glorious fhade. -3 50 

[-•Crowds of officious angels weep around, 
fidk lamps extinguiih'd, and their robes unbound ! . 
irith heads reclin'd, and drooping wings they mourn* 
Porm'^l to fuftain, and grace the ponderous urn. 
In abje£l pofiures, and a flowing drefs, 35$ 

iires that love and tendernefs exprefs : 
I ikcred Nine furround the fpacious tomb, 
SAnd fpread infcftious forrows o*cr the dome; 
JTheir lyres unflrung are thrown ncglefted by, 
rAnd fcatter'd wreaths in jufl difbrder lie. 369 

' High in the midfl is his effigies placM, 
Theboaftof art, with every beauty grac'd. 
Advancing age in every line appears, 
And Ihades his brow with honourable years : 
Jufl to his form, his looks difTembled right, 365 

With joy detain the fond fpe6lator*s fight. 
X>e(cending Phoebus crowns the upper fccne. 
His arm extended with triumphant green : 
Ttie bcred wreath around his brows to place. 
And ihedding on him the paternal rays. 3 70 

In vaini alas ! we maufoleums raife, 
Statuca ere^i and pyramids of pra\f<& i 

G g ^^^* 
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A nobler monument remains behind , 

The lively image of his generous mind. 

The facred pile rais*d by bis pious cat^, 37^ I 

Magnificent with coft, with order foir ; 

Adom*d with all that lavifh art could give» 

To late poflerity fhall make him live. 

This ihall diffufe his celebrated name. 

More than the hundred tongues of bufy fame : 3^^ 

His memory from dark oblivion fave^ 

Elude his fate^ and triuoiph o'er die grave* 
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